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DRAMATIS PERSON, 1785. 


COVENT-GARDEN, 
| ET "ON 5 
| I" MEN. 8 20 ; 
Acafto, . „ - Mr. Clarke, 
Ciſftalio,- » » = M, e. 
:Polydore,:.. - = — - Mr. Farren. 
Chamont, Mf. Holman. 
Erneſto, _ - _ Mr. Thompſon, 


Paulino, „.. EY, '; 
Chaplain, = © Mi. Fearon. 
FOE WOMEN. 


> Monimia, : 5 „ R 0; Mrs. Pe. | 
en,, Mrs. Inchbald. 
CCC Pouſſin. 


SCENE, BOHEMIA. 
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To fave Caſtaho, "Twas a godlike act! 


Vet he's ſo tender, and. ſo good a 3 en 
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ACT 1. SCENE, a Garde. „ 

Euter Caſtalio, Polydore, and Page. „ 1 

c. Pate our ſport Sang e 1 

Has been to-day much better for the danger 3 

When on the brink the foaming boar I met, 
And in his fide thought to have lodg'd my ſpear, 

The deſperate ſavage ruſh'd within my force, 

And bore me headlong- with him wt the rock. 

Pol. But then 

Caſt. Ay then, my brother, my friend Polydore, | 

Like Perſeus mounted on his winged ſteed, a 8 

Came on, and down the dang'rous precipice leapt, | 
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Pol. But when I came I found you conqueror, 
Oh! my heart danc'd to fee your danger polls 
The heat and fury of the chace was cold, | 
And I had nothing in my mind but joy. IR 
 Caft. So, Polydore, methinks we. wibht 4 in war 
Ruſh on together; thou ſhould'ſt be my gon, 
And I be thine: what is't could hurt us then? 
Now half. the youth of Europe are in arms, 
How fulſome muſt it be to ſtay behind. 
And die of rank diſeaſes. hard at home? 

Pol. No, let me purchaſe in my youth ON. | 
To make me lov'd and valid when I'm old; 
I would be buſy in e world and learn, 
Not like a coarſe and uſeleſs dunghill weed, 
Fixt to one ſpot, and rot Just as I grow, Er eo 

Capt. Our father= | KY CA 
Has ta en himſelf a ſurfeit of the workh LY? 
And cries, it is not ſafe that we ſhould cake] it 2 
Town I have duty very powerful in nme 
And though Pd hazard all to raiſe my haame, 
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Which you, and on! J you can ſatisfy: 


; What can this mean? 
By all the ſtricteſt bonds of faithful it hip, 


As you wau'd purge you of your ſins to Heay” n. 


With all the ſuff' rance of a tender friend. 
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Pol. Caſtalio, 1 have doubts within my heart, 


% 


Will you be free and candid to your friend? 
Cafe. Have Ia thought my Polydore ſhou'd not Know 4 


1 


Pol. Nay, I'll conjure you too, 


To ſhew your heart as naked in this point, 


Cafe. I will. | 
Pol. And ſhould 1 ins to touch it nearly, hear 1 


Caſt. As calmly as the wounded patient bears 3. 
"The artiſt's hand that miniſters his cure. ; 1 
Pol. That s kindly ſaid. Your know our father's nnd * 
The fair Monimia: is your heart at peace? 
Is it ſo guarded, that you could not love ber? 
Cagi. Suppoſe I ſhould, Fs 
Hol. 8Suppoſe you' ſhould not, brother. ER ' 
Caſt. You'd ſay, I muſt Ed 
Pol. That would ſound too roughly 
*T'wixt friends and brothers, as we WO are. 
Caft. Is love a fault? A 
Pol. In one of us it may be: 
What, i love her? 
Caf. Then 1 muſt inform you 


: J lov*d her firſt, - and cannot quit the FEY 7 
But will preſerve the e of ay . 
Pol. You Will. 2 5 


Caft, I will. | 
Pul, No more; Ive done. 
| Caf Why not? © Re 


Pol. I told youl had done: 1 
ut you, Caſtalio, would diſpute i it. 
Caſt. No; RY 
Not with my Polydore ; though I Suft « on 
My nature obſtinate and void of ſuff rance, | 
Love reigns a very tyrant in my heart, 25 — Ir, 


- Attended on his throne by all his guards 


Of furious Wiſhes, Fears, and nice Suſpicions, 


I could not bear a rival in my friendſhip, 


of thee. ö 
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Po. vet you will break this friendſhip? 
Caft. Not for crowns. + 
Pol. But for a toy, you would, a woman” 5 toy. 


| OUnjuſt Caſtalio! 


Caft. Prithee, where's m y fault? 
Pol. You love Monimia. 
Caſt. Yes. 
Pol. And you would kill me, 
11 I'm your rival. 
Caft. No, ſure we're ſuch friends, 
So much one man, that our affectiens tos 


M.uſt be united, and the ſame as we are. 


Pol, I doat upon Monin. 
Caft. Love her ſtill; 

Win, and enjoy her. 
Pol. Both of us cannot. : 
Caſt. No matter 


Whoſe chance it prove; but ler s not quarrel for't. k 


Pol. You would not wed Monimia, would you? 
Caft. Wed her! 


No! were ſhe all deſire could „in as "I'S 


As would the vaineſt of her ſex be thought, x 
With wealth beyond what woman's pride could waſte, 


She ſhould not cheat me of my freedom. Marry! 
When I am old and weary of the world, . 
I may grow deſperate, 
And + & a wife to mortify withal. 

Pol. It is an elder brother's ; 90 ſo 
To propagatechis family and name: 
hr would not haye yours die and buried with you? 


| _ Mere vanity.and filly dotage all: 
No, le 


t me hve at large, and when I die 


7 5 9 — 2 Lac ch' eſtate 1 


. 5 Sets me;. if not, my king, 


; With TO? ar than man eber ald. 
B 3 | 


Who may beſtow't again on ſome brave man, 
Whoſe honeſty and ſervices deſerve one. 
Pol. Tis =_ offer'd. 
Caft. By yon Heaven, I love i 
My Polydore beyond all worldly joys, .* | 
And would not ſhock his quiet to be bleſt 
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Pol. And by that Heaven eternally I ſwear, 1 AJ 

To keep the kind Caſtalio in my. hearts ot . 

_ Whoſe ſhall Monimia bee 5 . 
Caft. No matter whoſe. nig; 9. 


Pol. Were you nol. with her, 8 laſtnight?. - 
Ca. I was, and ſhould have met her here . 
But th' opportunity ſhall now be thine; 

Myſelf will bring thee to the ſcelt of love: | RS 
But have a care, by friendſhip 1 conjure! . Eat) 
That no falſe play be offer d to hy brother.. 
Urge all thy powers to make wy ee 3 2 ors 
But wrong not mine. R 

Pol. Heav'n blaſt me if [ din TEIN. 

Ca. If't prove thy fortune, Polydore, to .conquer, 

: (F or thou haſt all the arts of ſoft perſuaſion!) : - 

Truſt me, and let me know: thy love's lucceſs, l 
That I may ever after ſtifle mine. 8 

Pol. Though ſhe be dearer to my ſoul than rel 
To weary pilgrims, or to miſers gold, 

To great men pow'r, or wealthy cities pride: "By 

Rather than wrong Caſtalio, I'd forget her. 

For if ye Pow'rs have happineſs in ſtare, WY 

When you would ſhow'r down joys on 1755 a | 

In ane great bleſſing all your bounty ſend. - 

T hat J may never loſe ſo dear a friend. 

. Ex. Caſt. and Pol. Manet Lage 


Zier Monin ia. 3 


— 


. Mon. So ſoon return'd from hunting? ? This fair day. 
Seems as if ſent to invite the world abrcad.. 
Paſs'd not Caſtalio and Polydore this i 2 | 
Page. Madam, juſt noW. TS TY; Wah 

Men. Sure my'ill fate's upon n 1 | 

Diſtruſt and heavineſs ſit round my heart, 

I | And apprehenſion ſhocks my tim'rous ſoul. 

8 * Why was not I laid in my peaceful grave 

With my poor parents; and at reſt as they are? 

Inſtead of that, I'm wand'ring into cares. 

. Caſtalio! O Caſtalio! thou haſt caught N 

My fooliſt heart; and like a tender ohild, 12 1 

I1ͤꝙꝗ. hat truſts his play- thing to another hand, 45 

; | Hs 1 85 its harm, and fagn would have i it back. 


E TRE ORPWAN, * 
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5 Come near, cdeho; I muff chide you, Sir. 
5 Page. Why, Madam, have I done you any wrong? _ 
9 Mon. I never ſee you now; you have been kinder; 
J. Sat by my bed, and ſung me pretty ſongs: „ 
DN ODS Perhaps I've been ungrateful. Here's money for you: 
. Will you oblige me? ſhall 1ſee-you oftener! 
„„ Page. Madam, I'd ſerve you with my ſoul. 
| - Mon; Tell me, Cordelio, for thou oft haſt hate 
1 heir friendly converſe, and their boſom ſecrets: 
I Sometimes at leaſt, have they not talk?d of me ? 
„% Page. O Madam! very wickedly they have talk d! 
I But lam afraid to name it; for, they fay, 
5 A Boys muſt be whipt that tell their maſter's ſecrets. 
8 Mon. Fear not, Cordelio! it ſpall ne'er be Known; 
I Por I'll preſerve the ſecret as 'twere mine. | 
Polydore cannot be ſo kind as J. | 
I'll furniſh thee with all thy amel ſports, 
With pretty toys, and thou ſhalt be my Page. 
Page. And truly, Madam, I had rather be fo. 
Methinks you love me better than my lord ; 
For he was never half ſo kind 8 Jo are. 
What muſt I do? 
HMeni Inform me how thou'ſt heard 
Caſtalio, and his brother, uſe my name. 
Yr Page. Wich all the tenderneſs of e z 
age. You were the ſubject of their laſt diſcourſe. 
8 At firſt I thought it would have fatal prov'd; 
I But as the one grew hot, the other cool'd, 
8 And yielded to che frailty of his friene; 
10 At laſt, after much ſtruggling, twas reſoly'd- 
Mon. What, gocd Cordelio? 
Page, Not to quarrel for you. | 
Mon. I wou'd not have 'em by my deareſt hopes 3 5 
I wou'd not be the argument of {trife. | 
Hut ſurely my Caſtalio won't forſake me? 
And make a mock'ry of my eaſy love. | 
Went they together? 
5 Page. Ves, to ſee you, Madam. 
I Caftalio promiſed Polydore to bring him, 
| Where he alone might meet vou 8 
ry HO And fairly try che fortune of his wiſnes. Bo 
$49 3 Am 1 then 95 ſo ned juſt to be mad 0 
ome PL | 3 common 
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Mon. Then I am ruin'd 
Where is there faith and honour to be found? 


"= s E- ORPHAN. 
Yo 'Acommon ſtake, a prize for loyein je? wy 


Was not Cattalio very loth to yield it; 


Or was it Polydore's unruly paſſion, 
That heighten'd the debate? 


Page. The fault was Polydore' 3. 


Catalio play'd with love, and ſmiling hew'd . 
The pleaſure, not the pangs of his defire. 3 


He ſaid no woman's ſmiles ſhould, buy his freedom: : 


And marriage 1s a * ing. 
Caſtalio's falſe, 


Ye Gods, that guard the innocent- — 1 
The weak, protect, and take me to your care. 


O but I love him! There's the rock will wreck me! 
Why was I- made with all my ſex's ſoftneſs, | 


Vet want the. cunning to conceal its follies ? 


I'll ſee Caſtalio, tax him with his falſhoods, 1 8 75 
Be a true woman, rail, proteſt my wrongs; 
Reſolve to hate him, and yet love him ſtill. 

Enter Caſtalio and Polydore. 


He comes, the conqueror comes: lie ſtill, my heart, 


And learn to bear thy injuries with ſcorn. 
Ca 


J leave you, as becomes me, and withdraw. 
Mon. My lord, Caſtalio! 5 9 
Caſt. Madam? 5 


Mon. Have you purpos'd - 


| To abuſe me palpably? What means ahi * 


Why am 1 left with Polydore alone? 
Cat. He beſt can tell you. -Buſineſs of importance 
Calls me away: I muſt attend my father. 
Mon. Will you then leave me m_ * 
Caſt. But tor a moment. 
Mon. It has been otherwiſe : the time has been 


When buſineſs might have ſtaid, and I been heard. 


Caſt. I could for ever hear thee ; but this time 


Matters of ſuch odd circumſtances preſs me, e 
That I muſt go e e 


Mon. Then go, and. if't be poſſible, for ever. 


Well, my lord Polydore, I gueſs your buſineſs, | 


And read the ill-natur'd Pere in your coy 


| r 
* 22 Is 7 


- 


N. Madam, my brother begs he may have leave, 
To tell you ſomething that concerns you nearly: 


If ſofteſt wiſhes, and a heart more true, 
'Than ever ſuffer'd yet for love diſdain'd, 


At firſt alone long wander'd up and down, 
But when a heav*n-born maid, like you, appear'd, 


: Unloos'd his tongue, and his 
They were the only objects of each other, 


There's roving room, where you may court and ruin 


q Eternally admiring, fix and gaze 
Darts through my ſoul, and almoſt gives enjoyment, 
1 muſt confeſs, indeed, I owe you more 
There always was a friendſhip *twixt our families; 
And therefore when my tender parents dy'd, 


= "Whoſe ruin'd fortunes too expir'd with them, 1 SY 
' Your father's pity and his bounty took me, | 


9 If you perſiſt, I ne'er benceforth will ſee you, 


And live on ſordid ſcraps at proud mens doors; 
For though to Fortune loſt, . 


My mother's virtues, and wy father's honour, 


＋ H ORPHAN. . <9 -Þ 
Pol. If to defire you more than miſers ck. „„ 
Or dying men an hour of added life; g 


Speak an ill- nature, you accuſe me juſtly. 
Mon. Talk not of love, my lord, I muſt not n it. 
Pol. Who can behold org beauty, and be filent?. 
Deſire firſt taught us words: Man, when created, 


Forlorn, and ſilent as his vaſſal-beaſts ; 


Strange pleaſure fill'd his eyes, and fir'd his heart, 
Arft talk was love. 
Mon. The firſt created pair indeed were bleſs'd ; 


Therefore he courted her, and her alone; 
But in this peopled world of beauty, where 


A thouſand more, why need you talk to me? 
Pol. Oh! I could talk to thee for ever: 


On thoſe dear eyes; for every glance they 8 
Mon. How can you labour thus for my . = 
Than ever I can hope or think to pay. 


A poor and helpleſs Orphan, to his care. 1 
Pol. Twas Heav'n ordain'd it ſo, to mike me happy 
Hence with this peeviſh virtue, tis a cheat. 
Come, theſe ſofttender limbs were made for yielding... 
Mon. Here, on wy Knees, by Heav'n's bleft pow'r 
I ſwear, t. 


— 


But rather wander through the world a beggar. 


1 ſtill inherit 


Pol. Intolerable i your ſex 


% 


10 THE ORPHAN. 


Was never in the right ! ! y'are always falſe, 

Or filly ; even your dreſſes are not more 
Fantaſtic than your appetites; you think 
Of nothing twice : opinion yuu have none, 
'Ta-day y' are nice, to-morrow not ſo free; 
Now ſmile, then frown 3 now ſorrowful, then glad; 
Now pleas'd, now not; and all you know not why ; 
Virtue you affect, inconſtancy's your practice; 
And when your tooſe defires once get dominion, 
No hungry churl feeds coarſer at a feaſt 3 

Ev'ry rank fool goes downo—— 
Mon. Indeed, my lord, e 

I own my ſex's follies; 1 have %em all; 
And to avoid its fault, muſt fly from you. N 
Therefore, believe me, could you raiſe me db. | 
As molt fantaſtic woman's wiſh could reach, 
And lay all Nature's riches at my feet; 
I'd rather run a ſavage in the wood * 
Among brute beaſts; grow wrinkled and eam, A 
- So I might ſtill enjoy my honour ſafe 
From the  deflroyin 4 wiles of faithleſs men- 


Pol. Who d be that fordid ching called aa” ; 
To cringe thus,. fawn, and flatter for a 3 
Which beaſts enjoy ſo very much above him? 1 195 
The luſty Bull ranges through all the field, 
And from the herd, ſingling his female outs. oth | CET 

njoys her, and abandons her at will. e 
It ſhall be ſo: I'Il yet poſſeſs my love, | 
Wait on, and watch her looſe unguarded hours; 
Then when her roving thoughts have been ds; 
.And brought. i in wanton wiſhes to her heart 4 
I' th' very minute when her Virtue nods, + - 

I'll ruſh upon her in a ſtorm of Love, 7 0004 
Beat down her guard of Honour all before me, 7 I; 5 | 
Surfeit on joys, till ev'n Defire grows ſick ; | 
Then, by long abſence, liberty regdin, - ME) 5 
Aud ow ae. the N and the pain. 2 


by xeunt Pol, ind Page. 
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THEO EPHAN i 
ACT IE SCENE, a Salbos. 
Enter Acaſto, Caſtalio, Polydore, and Attendants. « 


Acafts TP O-day has been a day of glorious ſport: 

a# 2 When you, Caſtalio, = your brother left 
me, 

Forth hom the thickets ruſh'd another boar, 

So large, he ſeem'd the tyrant of the woods, 

With all his dreadful briſtles rais'd up high, 

- They ſeem'd a grove of ſpears upon his back: 

Foaming he came at me, where I was poſted, 

Beſt to obſerve which way he'd lead the chace, 

Whetting his huge large tuſks, and gaping wide, 

As if he already had me for his prey; 

Till brandiſhing my well-pois'd javelin high, 

With this bold executing arm, I ſtrucx 

The ugly brindled monſter to the heart. | 
Caſt. The actions of your life were always wondrous. 
Acaſt. No flattery, boy; an honeſt man can 't live oy t; 


It is a little ſmeakin g art, which knaves 


_ Uſe to cajole and ſoften fools withal. 1 

If thou haft flattery in thy nature, out with't, 

Or ſend it tg a court, for there *twill thrive. . 
Caſt. Vous lordſhip's wrongs have been 

So great, that you with juſtice may complain; 

But ſuffer us, whoſe younger minds ne'er felt 

Fortune's deceits, to court her, as ſhe's fair: 

Were ſhea common miſtreſs, kind to all, 

Her worth would ceaſe, and half the world grow idle. 
Acaſt. Go to, y*are fools, and know me not: I've learnt 
Long ſince to bear revenge, or ſcorn my wrongs, 
According to the value of the doer, EY, 

You both would fain be great, and to that end 

Deſire to do things worthy your ambition. 

Go to the camp, preferment's nobleſt mart, * 
Where Honour ought to have the faireſt play, you'll find 
Corruption, Envy, Diſcontent and Faction, 

Almoſt in every band: how many men | 

Have ſpent their blood in their dear Country's ſervice: > 
Vet now pine under want, while ſelfiſn ſlaves, - 

That e'en would cut their throats whom now ko nn ons 
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THE ORPHAN. 
' Which thoſe induſtrious Bees ſo hardly toll d for! 


| jo 
ChE. Shou'd I backs to ſpeak, 
1 hat ſhould talk of nothing elſe all oy: 


Coney, 1 3 has been your p 


Caſt. Theſe precepts ſuit not with my active mind; 


Methinks I would be buſy. 


Pol. So would I, 


Not lotter out my life at home, and know 
No farther than one proſpect gives me leave. 


Acaſt. Buſy your minds, then, ſtudy arts and men; 
Learn how to value Merit, though in rags, . 


1 And ſcorn a proud il! manner'd Knave in office: 


Enter Serina. 
Ser. My Lord, my father! 
 Heaft. Bleſſings on my child, 


My little cherub, what haſt thow to aſk me? 1 4 > 


Ser. I bring you, Sir, moſt glad and welcome news ; g 
The young Chamont, whom you've ſo often wiſhed for, 


Ts juſt arriv'd, and ting. 


Acaft, By my ſoul, „ ef 
And all my honours, he's moſt dearly 3 5 


eit me receive him like his father's friend. 


| Enter Chamont.. 
Welcome, thou relict of the beſt lov'd man: 


Welcome from all the turmoils and the hazards 


Of certain danger and uncertain Fortune; 
Welcome = happy tiding after fears. 
Chan. s wou'd but wreng the bana: 1 0 o 


my ſoul's fo ful. 5 1 


Enter Monimia. | - 5 i 

Mon. My brother! ; e 

Cham. Omy ſiſter ! let me hol#thee 1 TOY hos 
Long in my arms, P've not beheld thy faee 


Theſe many days; by night I've often ſeen tiee 
In gentle dreams, and fatisty'd' my foul; 


With fancy*dyoys, till morning cares awak'd me. 


Another ſiſter! ſure it muſt be ſo! . 

Though I remember well I had hut one 
But I feel ſomething 1 | 
| And tells me the has claim and intereſt there. 


in my heart that prompts,” 


Acaft. Young Soldier, you've not only bree, 


ice too 955 
And pay 8 not e my ä 7G, _— 
| Cham, 


THE ORPHAN. 


. Is ſhe your daughter! then my heart told! trace 
| And I am at leaſt hef brother by adoption 
For you have made yourſelf to me a father, 
And, by that patent, I have leave to love her. 
Ser. Monimia, thou haſt told me men are falſe, 5 
Will flatter, feign, and make an heart of love: 
Is Chamont ſo? no, ſure, he's more than man, 
Something that's near divine, and truth dwells in . N 
Acaſt. Thus happy, who wou'd envy Pampaus Ane * 
The luxury of courts, or wealth of cities? - ; 
Let there be joy through all the houſe this day! 
In ev ry room let plenty flow. at large! 
It is the birtk-day of my royal Maſter! 
You have not viſited the court, Chamont, * 
N Since your return? Laer 
* Cham. I have no banigels N 
I have not laviſh temperance enough. | 


y I attend a favourite's heels, and watch ks e . 
| Bear an ill office done me to my face, 
And thauk the lord that vreng's: me. for his Le 72 75 
Acaſt. This you could do. 155 bis fr, 
- Caft, I'd. Abe mx na 21 M 
Acaſt. Who'd ſerve him? : 1 
Caſt. I would, my lord. N e DN 
3 Pal. And EF: bath would. Donn 20248 18. 55 
ve © | | Leaſt, Away 115 1801 * 10 3 . 1 
Ile needsnot any ſervant CN a TEBOT ID 5 9 
[Serve him! he merits more chan man- cah d%% r 
: He is ſo good, praiſe! cannot ſpeak us worth: 1 ich 
+ $0 merci, {ure he ne'er ſlept in wrat . © 1 FO nn the 


„ 7 juſt, that were he but a private man, 3 
CEE e could not do a wrong! how wou'd you ſerve N N 
c. I'd ſerve him with my fortune here at e 5 
And ſerve him with m perſon in his wars: W N 
atch for him, fight for him, bleed wo Hints wn; Pct 

| Fal, Die for him FE: &D 5 
Res ev'ry true-born joyal ſobjec ought. 
. Acaſt. Let me embrace ye both now by the fu. 
Pm brave anceſtors, Im truly happ &. 41.5 
or this be ever bleſt my marriage 110 | 


4.4 
©x' * > 


oY leſt be We og momory That bare you! 
. . eng, 
am, | Kh | 4 8 

| 5 
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"04 Cw: ORPHAN. 
And doubly bleſt be- that auſpicious hour 
55 That gave ye birth! 


| Enter Servant. © | 
Serv. My lord, the expected gueſts are 308 . 
Acaſt. G0 you, and ge 'em welcome and reception. 
[Ex 5 
' Cham, My lord, Iftandi in Oy of your aſſiſtance, 


In fomething that concerns my peace and honour. 


Aecaft. Spoke like the ſon of that brave man I loy' WE 4 
So freely, friendly we convers'd together, *_ . 


Whate'er it be, with confidence impart it, 
Thou ſhalt command my fortune and my "FROG | 


Cham. I dare not doubt your friendſhip nor your juflice; 


- Your bounty ſhewn to what I hold moſt dear, . 


My Orphan Siſter, muſt not be forgotten! 
Acaſi. Prithee no more of that, It grates my nature. : 
Cham, When our dear parents dy d, they dy'd Clothes, | 


One fate ſurpris'd em, and one grave recein'd em; 
My father, with his dying breath, bequeath'd 


= to my love: my mother, as ſhe Jay — 
. uiſhing by him, call'd me to her ſide, 
me in Ghar fainting arms, wept and embrac'd me; 
Then preſs'd me cloſe, and as ſhe obſerv'd my tears, 


' . Kifs'd them away: faid ſhe, Chamont, my fon, _ 
By this, and all the love I everſhow'd the, 
Bae careſul of Monimia; watch her youth; 

Let not her wants betray her to diſnonoun: 

2 Perhaps kind Heav'n m A raiſe ſome friend. Then dera. 

Kiſs'd me again; ſo bleſs' a 

Pardon m 1 ty rief. 


d us, and + robs tz 


r 
- Cham. The friend. Heav'n rais d was you, you wok 


25 : rer. wat defart world expos'd, 


"= another parent; - e 


= Cham. Far be it from my __ > 4-5 


Aa. Then, why this agen? 
Cbam. My lord, my nature ' Jealous, and your 
Acaft. Goon, 
Cham. Great ſpirits. beas misfortunes hardly ; 
Ones ; 1925 pride, Zou 
3 Ee: ; | 


We 


A TTY ORPHAN. - 


where pow'r is wanting, will uſurp a little 
And make us (rather than be thought. contact 
| "Pay over price. 


\Jl 


* Aab. I cannot gueſs your drift: - 
ion. Diftroft you me ? 
[Ex 1 Cham. No, but I fear her weikoeb 


May make her pay her debt at any rate; 
3 to deal freely with your lord ſhip's goodneſs, 
Vve heard a ſtory lately much diſturbs me. 
5 Hee: Then firſt charge her! and if the offence- be | 


* 
7 


* $6 found 

FE: Within my reach, tho? it ſhould touch my nature, 
tice; | In my own offspring. by the dear remembrance 
Of thy brave father, whom my heart rejoic'd in, 
- | T4 proſecute it with ſevereſt vengeance. Exit. 
ure. Cham. I thank you from my ſoul. 6 1 
ether, | Mor. Alas, my brother l. of . 
3 What have I done? and why. do you aba me I Pg. 


My heart quakes in me; in your ſettled face, 
7 And clouded brow, methinks 1 ſee my fate: . 
I . You will not kill me! 
me; || © Cham. Prithee, why doſt thou talk ſo? 


FRY 


% . | Mor. Leok kindly on me then: I cannot bear 
| Severity; it daunts and does amaze me; — 


My heart's fo tender, ſhould you charge me 3 9 
I ſhould but weep, and anſwer you wit fobbing3 | 0 
But uſe me gently, like a loving brother 
- And ſearch through all the ſecrets of my ſoul. 
| Cham. Fear nothing, I will ſhew a 5 a brother, 
A tender, honeſt, and ei By Mader: Sb he, Bead A ICY 
You've not forgot our father? WE YN al R % > pes PR 
: Mon. 1 never ſhall, 1 FVV 
Cham. Then you'll remember too he was a man 
That Rv'd up to the ſtandard of his honour, 
Aud priz'd that jewel more than mines of wealth: 
5 He'd not have done a ſhameful thing but once, 
I 'Tho' kept in darkneſs from the world, and hikers | 
Ae could not have forgiv'n it to himſelf, © - - 
1 bear ii This was the only portion that he left us; 1 5 : UA = WP 
pride ak And I more glory in't, than i& poſſeſt 8 5 1 
Of all that ever Fortune threw on aft 1 190 34 
2 a large un, ag mo be gs nicely + 7 4 | 
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16 ; PHE ORPHAN: 
Nou if, by any chance, Monimia,” 
You have ſoil'd this gem, and taken from i its value, 
How will you account with me); 
Mon. 1 challenge Envy, Fins 1 U | 
Malice, and all the practices of Hell, 

I 0b cenſure all the actions of my paſt | 
. Unhappy life, and taint me if they a! 
Cbam. Vl tell thee then: three nights ago, as I 

* muſing infmy bed, all darkneſs round me, 
den damp ſtruck to my heart, cold ſweat. 
Dew'd all my face, and trembling ſeiz'd my limbs : 
My bed ſhook under me, the curtain ſtarted, 
And to my tortur'd fancy there appear'd 
The form of thee, thus beautevus as thou ts 
| Thy garments flowing looſe, and in each hand 
A wanton lover which by turns cafeſs'dithee* 
With all the freedom of unbounded. pleaſure: 
I ſnatch'd my ſword, and in the very moment 
Darted it at the phantom, ſtrait it left me:: 
Then roſe and eall'd for lights, when, O dire omen! 1 
1 fcund my weapon had the arras piereed, 
Juſt where that famous tale was interwoven, 
- "How / the unhappy Theban ſlew his fatger.. 1 WT, 
Mon. And for this cauſe my virtue b ipedel : W 
Becauſe in dreams your fancy has been wide, N 
J muſt be tortur'd waking! „ . 
| Cham, Have a care, | 8 e 4 
Labour not to be juſtify doo fat; „„ 
Hear all; and then let Fallice: hold the ſcale. 
Wo, What follow'd was the-riddle that confounds : me: 
COM Through a cloſe lane, as I purſu'd my journey, OO, 
And meditating on the laſt night's vin. 
Ifpy'd a wrinkled Hag, with age grown double, py 
5 Picking dry ſticks; and mumb! ing to herſelf; e 
Her eyes with fealding rheum were galled. ond red; 
Cold palſy ſhook her head, her hand ſeem'd wither'd, 
- And oh wor! creoked ſhoulders had ſhe wrapt - 
. The ratter'd. remnant of an old'firip'd . 
1 — Wnich ſerv a.16 keep her carcaſe from the .cold 3 


Wt + So there was nothing of apiece: about ef; I 0 
1 85 Aer lower weeds: were all o'er coarfely patch; dd 
: 91 . Wi ae . 92 black, 9 white, ye; 
12 Wh A d 
If 8 Ma as | "iS 7 1 1 4 55 
14 F {1 « i « 
ö | | ; p \ 
: 


93 4 * 
* : 


Truſt not a man: we une alli by N wre ite, 
Diſſembling, ſubtil, cruel, and uaconftant: 
When a mamtalks of love; with caution truſt him 


| I charge thee, let no more Caſtalio ſooth thee; | 45 


THE ORPHAN: 


: And ſeem'd to ſpeak variety of wretchedneſs: 


I afk'd her of the way, which fhe inform'd me; FR 
Then crav'd my charity, and bad me haften 
To fave a Sifter at that word I ſtarted! | 
Man. The common cheat of beggars every day! 
They flock about our doors, pretend to gifts 
Of prophecy, and telling fools their fortunes. | 
| Cham: "Oh! but the told me ſuch a tale, Monimia, 


As in it bore great circumſtance of truth: 


Caſtalio and Polydore, my ſiſter. 1 TG 
Mon. Hahl! 91 5 
Cham, What, alter'd ! does your - courage fait! 


7 Now by my father's ſoul the 'witch was honeſt :* 


Anſwer me, if thou haſt not loſt to them 


RJ Thy honour at a ſordid game? Ob 


Mon. I Will. $19 2,8 


5 


10S, muſt, ſo hardly my mmleforrave loads . 
05 That both have fer'd me their loves moſt true. + 


_ Cham. And tis as true too, they have both undone thee. 
Mon. Fhough they both with earneſt vows * 


— 


Have preſt. my heart, if e er in Ab 67 I ra 5 
' To any but Caſtalio- 5 


Cham. But Caſtalio? 41 155 
Men. Still wilt you croſs the line of my Giſcourſe. 


Ten [ confeſs that he has won my foul * | i 


By gen'rous love, and honourable vowys: 
Which he this day. appointed to 61 


And make himſelf by holy marriage mine.” * 
Cham, Art thou then ſpotleſs ? haſt thou l prefers a | 


Thy virtue white, without a blot untainted; $4673 Ah 
Mon. When I'm darn N 1 n "reject my - 


pray Jing. . . 


5 Or more, to make me | ant; may Soo "EIN . bb 


Cham. Oh then, Monimia, art thou derer ro me 
Than all. the gomforts ever yet bleſt man. 5 
But let not marriage bait'thee toithy ruin. 


But if he ſwears; he Il certainly deceive thee; 
Avoid it as ks would' If . thy . . 
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Of a poor brother, to whoſe ſoul thi art en 
Mon. I Will. 


| Chan. Appear as cold, when next you meer, as grea 


eee 

When Merit begs; chen ſhalt thou ſee how ſoon + 

His heart will cool, and all his pains grow eaſy. 
Men, Ves, I. will try him; torture him ſeverely | 

For, O Caftalio! thou too muck haſt wrong'd me; 

In leaving me to Polydore's ill pſage. | 

He comes; and now, for once, O Love, ftand enter, | 

Whilſt, a hard part's perform'd : for I muſt 'tempt, 

Wound his ſoft ante. tho? my heart akes for't. 

Futter Caſtalio : r 

| Capt. Montinhd; Monimia she's gone; 

And ſeem'd to part wi:n anger in her eyes! 

] am a fool, and ſhe has found wy weakneſs : 4 


She uſes me already like a flave e 
Faſt bound in chains, to be chaſtis'd at will. £ | 
Twas not well done to trifle with my brother: 
1 might have truſted him with all the ſecret, 


Open'd'my filly;heart, and ſhewnit bare. 

& then he loves her too ; but none like me: 
doating honeſt ſave, deſign d 

F For Valcge. marriage bonds, which 1 have en 


7 F 
YO Oo Bhd 


Jo. wear: it is the only thing I e'er * 
. Hid from his knowledge; and he'Il ſure forgive | | 
The firſt tranfgreſſion of a wretched friend, 


| Betray'd to ow; all its little follies. 
# Enter Polydore, and Page at the door. 


Pl. Here place yourſelf, . "ns watch * brother be 


+ - thoroug Ye + 5 . 
I he ſhould chance to meet. Movimia, abe 55 
Juſt obſervation of each word and action; hrs 
Paſs not one circumſtance without remark : 
Sir, tis your cy; 2 t and bring me word. bre rel. 


Monimia. 
Caſte Koniada;my angel! twas not kind. 
＋ o leave me like a turtle here alone, — 


To droop and mourn the abſence of m. mate. 
When thou art from me every place is deſart, 
And I, methinks, am ſavage and ſorlornnsn 
"wp 7 5 — wt tis can * we m_— . 


[Evi : 


Exit. : 


| 


THE. ORPHAN. 1g 


Heal my unquiet wind, and tune my ſoul. 
Mon. O the bewitching tongues of faithleſs men! 1 


great f ?Tis thus the falſe Hyzna makes her _ 

1 Lo draw the pitying traveller to her len: 
1 Your ſex are ſo, ſuch falſe, diſſemblers all: N 
Exit. With ſighs and plaints y' entice poor women's hearts, 
I And all that pity you, are made your prey. 


| Ca. What means my love? O how have I aeſerv'd 
25 This language from the ſov'reign of my joys! 


er, Stop, ſtop theſe tears, Monimia, for the7 
. Like baneful dew from a diſtemper'd ſcy, 
Exit. 1 feel em chill me to the very heart. 


. Mon. Oh, you are falſe, Caſtalio, moſt forfworn . 
8 Attempt no farther to delude my faith: 
IM.“ heart is fixt, and you ſhall ſhake*t no more. 
||  Czf. Who told 4 5 ſo? what hell- bred villain durſt 
-. | Prophane the facred buſinels of my love? 
Mon. Your brother, knowing on what terms I'm here, 
The unbappy object of your father's charity, 


25 Licentiouſly diſcours'd to me of love, 
[7 BY " durſt affront me with his brutal paſſion. 
* | _ Caf. *Tis I have been to blame, and only I; 
I Falſe to my brother, and unjuſt to thee. 
n For, Oh! he loves thee too, and this day ound, it 


Tard me. with mine, and claim'd a right above me. 

Mon. And was your love ſo very tame to ſhrink ; | 

0 " Drexiher than wg bim, abandon me? £23 
Cad. I, knowing him precipitate od reth}- 

2 Tocalm his heat, aud to conceal my. happineſs, 

other | Seem'd to comply With his unruly Will; 

5 Taz, d as he falk d, and granted all tealk'd; | 
: Leſt he in rage mi ht heve our bi N 4, EIN 
N _ - And for ever had Monimia loſt. | 


Men. Could you then? did you? 8 you own. it too B 


Pol. *Twas poorly dont, unworthy of yeurſelf! 
EET And can never think you meant me fair. 
E Cat. Is chis Monimia? ſurely no! till „ 
8 ever thought her dove: like, ſoft, and kind. : 
Wos trucls his heart with woman's ſurely loſt: 
I You were made fair on purpoſe to undo us, | 
While groedily we ſnatch th alluring . 
1 dn er N . mat! it _ 22 
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And liſten to the language of thy heart. 


20 HR - OAPHAN.. 


Men. Whenlovs it-plac'd would find a means to break. 
Caf. It never wants pretences or excule, 
Hon. Man thefefore Was a lordlike creature made, 

Rough as the winds and as incanſagt too: 

A lotty aſpect given him for command, 

Eaſily ſoſtened when he would hetray. 

Like conqu'ring tyrants, you our breaſts invade, 

Where you are pleas'd to forage for awhile; 

But ſoon you find new conqueſts. out, and leave 

The ravag'd province ruinate and waſte. _. ©. 

If fo, Caftalio, you have ſerv'd my heart, pet» 

I find that deſolation' sJettled there, 

And || ſhall ne'er recover peace again. 3 Ve. 
- Caſt. Who can hear this, and bear an equal mind ? . 

Since you will drive me from yon, I muſt go: 

But, O Monimia! when thou haſt baniſh” * | 

No creeping ſlave, though triftable and dull, 

As artful woman for her ends would 5 0 e 

Shall ever dote as I hake done: for- Obe ITT x 

No tongue my pleaſures nor my. pains can tell; * wo 


* 
+ 


Tis heaven to have thee, and without thee: Kell." 


Mon. Caſtalio! ſtay! we muſt not part. I find 
My rage ebbs out, and love flows in apace. 
Theſe little quarrels love mutt needs forgive, 
Oh ! charm me with the muſic. of phy tongue, 

I'm ne'er-ſo bleſt as when I hear thy vows, 1 
Caſt. Where am 11 ſurely Paradiſe. is rougd met. 
Sweets planted by the hand of Heay'n grouthere 3 11 5 
And ev'ry ſenſ: is full of thy perfectien wt + / 9 

To hear thee ſpeak might calm a madman's. bsy. 
Tim by atteption he forgot his ſorrows 3 Gig 5360 

But to behold thy ezes, th” ann beauties 0 
Might make him rage again with Jove, as I do. 
Thou Nature's whale perfection in one piece! 
Sure, 5 thee Heaven took unuſual care, 


And its own beauty has defign'd thee far 
eme thr by eber 1 * 
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THE ORPHAN 2 
ACT III. SCENE, a garden 


Enter Polydore, aud Page. 
70 Wo they ſo kind! Expreſs it to me all 


In words, *twill make me think I ſaw it too. 
Page. At firſt I thought they had been mortal foes : 
Monimia rag'd, Caſtalio grew diſturbed ; 
Each thought the other wrong'd; yet both ſo haughty, 
They ſcorn'd ſubmiſſion, though Love all the while 
The rebel play'd, and ſcarce could be contain' d. 
Pol. But what 1 . 
Page. Oh, twas wond'rous pretty 3 i 
For of a ſudden all the Rorm was paſt: 
A gentle calm of Loye ſucceeded it: 
Monimia ſigh'd and bluſh'd, Caſtalio ſwore; 
As you, my lord, I well remember did 
To my young ſiſter in the orange grove, . 
When I was firſt preferr'd to be your Page. 
Pol. Happy Caſtalio! Now, by my great ſou}, 
M' ambitious ſoul, that languiſhes to glory, 
| I'll have her yet; by my*beſt hopes, I will. , 
She ſhall be mine in ſpite of all her arts. e 
But for Caſtalio why was T'refus'd 77 
Has he ſupplanted me by ſome foul play? . 
- Traduc'd my honour't Death! he durſt not . 
It muſt be ſo; we parted, and he met her, 
Half to compliance brought by me; furpriz'd 
Fer thinking virtue, till ſhe yielded quite: 
So poachers baſely pick up tired game, 
erk the fair hunter 'ocheared C ys prey. 


bes R My lord, | | | 
Go to your charlber Fe” 8 your hwy 
Find out ſome ſons to pleaſe me, that deſcribes _ 
Women's 4 r dein ſubtil wiles 
Betraying ſmiles, feign'd tears, inconftancies ; 
Their tal outſides, and corrupted minds; 
T he ſum of all their follies, e their falſhoods.' 
Enter Servants. 1 ws 
Serv. ont the vohappi' tings tongue er mn ? 
Pol. The matter! . 
e v. Oh! Teer backer. my oo maſter, 5 od . 


"F< mY 


— 
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Non. When love ik-plac'd would find a means to break. 
Caf. It never wants pretences or excuſe, 

Mon. Man thefefore Was a lordlike creature made, 
Rough as the winds and as inganſtant. too 
. Alotty aſpect given him for command, 
Eaſily ſoſtened when he would betray. 
Like conqu'ring tyrants, you our breaſts invade, 
| Where you are pleas'd to forage for a While: 
But ſoon you, find new conqueſts. out, and leave | 
The ravag'd province ruinate and waſte. _. * 
If fo, Caftalio, you have ſery'd my heart, 
I find that deſolation s:4ettled there 


And || hall ne'er recover peace again. 8 
- Caſt. Who can hear this, and bear an. equal mind? 
Since you will drive me from you, I muſt go ) 
But, O Monimia! when thou haſt baniſh'd me, 
No creeping ſlave, though triftable and dull, 
As artful woman for her ends would chooſe, ee 
| Shall ever dote as I hahe done: for, A 
No tongue my pleaſures nor my. pains can tell; 


Tis heaven to have thee, and without thee: hell. 58 ” x 


Mon. Caſtalio! ſtay! we muſt not part. 4 . 
My rage ebbs out, and love flows in apace. 
Theſe little quarrels love mult needs forgive, 
Oh! charm me with the muſic of thy tongue, 

I'm ne'er ſo bleſt as When i hear thy vows, 
And liſten to the language of thy heart. 

Caſt. Where am 11 ſurely Paradiſe. is round EY 
Sweets planted by the hand of Heay'a .grouthere 3 $15 
And ev'ry ſenſ: is full of thy.perfetions) - 4 4 nl ts 
'To hear thee ſpeak might calm a madman's Barz. 
Tin by atteption he forgot his ſorrows 3 SET ETC! 
But to behold thy ey es, th” amazi beauties - 14. 
Might make him rage again with love, 28 T1 do. 3 
Thou, Nature's whole. perfection in 25 piece! 
Bure, framing thee Heaven took unuſual care, 
And its o uf Se has deſign'd thee fair, 
And form'd they 81 the 89 * wes chars» 


F 
a 


break. 
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Ar. III. SCENE, a garden 


Enter Polilare, and Page... 


ERE they ſo kind! Expreſs it to me all 
In words, *twill make me think 1 ſaw it too. 
Pare... At firſt I thought they had been mortal foes: 


Monimia rag'd, Caſtalio grew diſturbed ; 


Each thought the other wrong'd; yet both ſo haughty, 
They ſcorn'd ſubmiſſion, though Love all the while 


= The rebel play'd, and ſcarce could be Contr Gs 


F. But what ſucceeded? 
Page. Oh, twas wond'rous pretty! - 


For of a ſudden all the Rorm was paſt : 


A gentle calm of Loye ſucceeded it: 
Monimia ſigh'd and bluſh'd, Caftalio ſwore; 
As you, my lord, I well remember did 


To my young fiſter in the orange grove, . 
When I was firſt preferr*d to be your Page. 


Pol. Happy Caſtalio! Now, by my great foul, 


a M ambitious ſoul, that languiſhes to glory, 


3 


I'II have her yet; by my*beſt hopes, Iwill. 


She ſhall be mine in ſpite of all her arts. 


But for Caſtalio why was T'refus'd 7 
Has he ſupplanted me 
85 Traduc'd: my honour ? 
It muſt be ſo: we parted, and he met her, 
Half to com 
Her thinking virtue, till 
Zo poachers baſely pick uß tired game, 
Nerf the fair bunter pehenced f his Prey. 


Women's r 
Betraying 
Their painted outiides; and cor 


- 1 


eath! he durſt not Mt. 7 33 


pliance brought by me; furpriz'd | 
yielded quite: 


bag R My lord, | 2 
Go to your chamber be 9 your kites | 
pine out ſome ſons to pleaſe me, that deſcribes 
Yew Taba Wies 
miles, feign'd tears, inconftancies ; 
-rupted minds; ' 5% 
The ſum of all their follies, and their falnoods. 25 
9 4 Enter Serwants. PRs | 2 
Serv. ont the urhappi'ſcridings tongue er wid! „ 
Pol. The matter! Te 


2 


Ri 5 of v. Oh! vonn er, my gods maſter, RD 
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„ THE ORPHAN. 
As with bis gust he fat in witch fad 180; - 


A A ſudden trembling ſeiz d on ail his limbs; 


JT was but a flip decaying nature made; 5 
For ſhe grows 3 near her journey's end. 
Where are my ſon ? Come near, my Polydore! | 
Four brother! where's Caftalio, _ 


Supported by the pillars he had rais'd. 


No fawning I tis a ſcandal to thy office. pi ing? 
My ſons, as thus united, ever live, 1 
And for. th' eſtate, you'll find, when 1 am dead, AR 

L have divided it bewwiet you both, =... ooh 
* Equally parted as you ſhar'd my love: 


And chas'd the goblet round the joyful buard, 


His eyes diſtorted grew: his viſage pale: 

His ſpeech forſook him; life itſelf feem'd fled, 

And all his friends are waiting now about him. 
Eater Acaflo leamm on laue. 1 

Aft Support me; give me air: I'll yet recover. 


Serv. My lord, KF 


'P've ſearch'd, as you 3 all the banks... | 


He and Monimia are not to be found. 5 1 
Acaſ. Not to be food! than 8 4! my y ſons? 5 


[is well ; 


9 hope they'll pardon. an unhappy fault 


My unmannerly infirmity has made! 


Death could not come in a more welcome hour; 47/7 
For I'm prepat'd to meet him; and, methinks, ) 
fo Would live and die with all my friends abgut me. 4 


Enter Caſtalio. 
Cap. Angels treſerve my deareſt father” «life; "I 


| Nest it with long uninterrupted days! „ 5 3 
Oh! may he live till time itſelf decay, PF 85 


Till good men wiſh him dead, pay STEW 1 
Acaß. Thank you, Caſtalio: give me both your hands; ' 


; And bear me up: I'd walk: fo, now, KS, 


I appear as great as Hercules himſelſ, 


>» 6 


_ Caf. My lord, your chaplain, - & 1 
Acap. Let the good man ente. | 
Enter Chaplain. . 
Et Hay 5 guard your lordihip, and deter Four 
| ea 


. Heaft. I have provided for thee, if? Ges $64, Be 
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Only t to ſiveet Monimia I've bequeath'd | Le 
Ten thouſand crowns ; a little portion for her, 


To wed her honourably, as ſhe” s born. 
| Be not leſs friends becauſe you're brothers. 


Enter Serina. 
Ser. My father ! 


27 Acaſt. My heart's darling ! 
og Ser. Let my knees 
| Fixto the earth. Ne'erlet my eyes have refl, 
I But wake and weep till Heay'n reſtore my father. 
| Acaft. Riſe to my arms, and thy kind pray fs are 
5 aanſwer'd. 
For thou rt a wondrous extra of all goodneſs, 
Born for my joy, and no Pains felt when near thee. 
„ Chamont! | 10 
riends? || - Ip Euler Sent. | 
mends? [ Cher. My lord, may't prove not an anlucky ome! 
-| - Many I ſee are wafting round about you, 
BE, And I am come to afk a bleſſing too. 
I _ - Hcaft. May'ſt thou be happy! 
%%% Where? 
N - Heaft. In als thy wiſhes. 
_ Cham. Confirm. me ſo, and make this Fair-one mine: 
Il am unpractis d in the trade of courtſhip, 
And know not how to deal love out with art: 
| Onſers in love ſeem beſt like thoſe in war, 
„ Fierce, reſolute, and done with all the ſorce; 
hands, 80 would open my whole heart at once, 
2 And pour out the ee of my ſoul. 
Aa. What ſays Serina? Canſt thou hs a ſoldier ?. 
One born to honour, and to honour bred? 
One that has learn't to treat een foes with kindneſs: 
To wrong no good man's fame, nor praiſe himſelf? 
8 Ser. Oh! name not Love, for that's ally d to Joys - 
your And Joy moſt be a ſtranger to my heart, 

9 9 When you're in danger. May Chamont's e | 
I Render him lovely to ſome happier mad. 
8. B Whilſt I at Friendly diſtance ſee him bleſt, - 
1 "Tow the kind Gods and wonder at his virtues, - _ 

aft; Chamont, ee her, conquer and ran hers 
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Beware the dangerous beauty of the wanton, 

Shun their enticements: Ruin, like @-vulture, N 

Waits on their conqueſts: falſhood-too's their bulineſs, 

They put felſe beauty off to all the world, 

Uſe falſe endearmenis to the fools that love em, 

And, when they marry, to their filly huſpands 

They bring falſe virtue, broken fame and ne. 

Mon. Hear ye that, my lord? 
Pol. Yes, my fair monitor, old men always tall hes. 
Acaft. Chamont, you told me of ſome ours — s 

preſsd you: 

Are you yet fatisfy'd that I'm your friend? EC 

Cham. Mylord, I would not loſe that RUMOR 

For any blefling I could with for: 

As to my fears, already I haveJoſt 'em : | 

They ne'er ſhall vex me more, nor tropble you. | 
Acaß. I thank you. Daughter, you mu do ſo too. 

My friends, tis late: : 

Now my diforder ſcems all paſt and over, ey 

And I, methinks, begin to feel ney health. | 
Caft. Would. you but reſt, it might reſtore you quite. 1 
Acaſi. Ibo I'll to bed; old men muſt humour weak- 

| - neſs. 

Let me have muſic then, -to lull and chaſe | 

This melancholy thought, of death away.” 5 

Good- night, my friends: Heav” n 3 Je al! Good. 5 

. r 
To- morrow . we'll ſalute de Ay N cry REY 
Find out new . and redeem loſt time, * 
[ Exeunt all but Chamont and C Chal, 

Chew Hiſt, hiſt, ain a word with yon." WF 
Chap. With me, Sir! Ks. 
Cham. If you're at leaſure, Sie” well waſte anhour: | 14 Wa 

Tis yet too ſoon to fleep, and *twill be charity / 5 5 


To lend your converfation to 1 n B 
Chap. Sie, you're a for?: 
Cham. Ves. 1 n . * 45 AP 5 At FE 4 A 88 


= Chap. I love a folker: 33 

And bad been one myſelf, but chat y Parent 
© Would make me what you, ſee me: JF yon” | coy 
For all L wear black. | wo 02 KO ; 
Chad, * 2 > ayonder. 55 2 5 ee 
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Have you had long dependance on this family? 2 


Chap. I have not thought it ſo, becauſe my time's | 
Spent pleaſantly. My lord's not haughty nor imperious, 
Nor I gravely whimſical ; he has Sed nature, 

And I have manners: 

His Tons too are civil to me, becauſe 

I do not pretend to be wiſer than they are: 

I meddle with no man's buſineſs but my own; 

I riſe int a morning early, ſtudy moderately, 

Eat and drink cheerfully, live ſoberly, 

Take my innocent pleaſures freely; 

So meet with reſpect, and am not the jeſt of the family. 

Chan. I'm glad you are ſo happy. | 
A pleaſant fellow this, and may be uſeful. 2 


Knew you my father, the old Chamont ? 


Chap. I did, and was moſt ſorry when we loſt him. 
Cham. Why, didſt thou love him? 


Chap. Ev'ry body lov'd him; beſides he was my 


maſter's friend. 
Cham. I could embrace thee for that very notion, 


If thou didft love my father, I could think 


Thou woud'ſt not be an enemy to me. 
Chap. I can be no man's foe. | 
Cham. Then prythee. tell me, 

Think'ſt thou the lord Caſtalio loves my fiſter? 


. Chap. Love your ſiſter! 


Cham. Ay, love her! 


Chap. Either he loves her, or he much has wrong'd hay. 75 
Cham. How wrong' d wer. have a care, Non this may | 


„ by bn 
A ſcene of miſchief to undo us all. 
But tell me, wrong'd her! ſaidſt thou? 
- Chap. Ay, Sir, wrong'd her. 
Cham. This 1s a ſecret worth a OY fortune ; 
What ſhall I give thee for't! thou dear phyſician | 
Of ſickly ſouls, unfold this riddle to me, 
And comfort mine——— - 
Cham. I would hide nothing from you . 
Cham. By the reverenc'd ſoul 
Of that great toneſt man that gave me being, 
Tell me but what thou know'ſt concerns my hon ur, 
1 if eber 11 reveal i it to thy wrong, 


+ 


May | 
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May this good ſword ne'er do me right in battle! 
May I ne'er know that bleſſed peace of mind, 


'That dwells in good and pious men like thee! 


_ Chap. I ſee your temper's mov'd, and I will truſt you. 
Cham, Wilt thou? 


Chap. I will; but if it ever "ſeape you- 
Cham. it never ſhall. 


Chap. Then this good day, when all the houſe was buſy, 
When mirth and kind rejoicing fil'd each room, 


As I was walking 1n the grove, I met them. 
Cham. What! met them in the grove together? tell me 


How, walking, ſtanding, fitting, lying, hah! 
_ Chap. I, by her own appointment, met them there, 


Receiv*d their Marriage-vows, and join'd their hands. 


Cham. How | marry*d? 

Chap. Ves, Sir. | 

Cham. Then my ſoul's at peace: 

But why wou'd you fo long delay to give 1t? 
Chap. Not knowing what reception it may find 

With old Acaſto; may be I was oo cautious 

To truſt the ſecret from me. 
Cham. What's the cauſe 


„ 


I cannot gueſs, though tis my ſiſter's honour. 


I do not like this marriage, 


Huddled i' the dark, and done at too much venture, 


The buflineſs looks with an unlucky face. 


Keep ſtill the ſecret ; for it ne'er ſhall *ſcape me, 
Not ev'en to them, the new-match'd pair. Farewell. 


A Believe my truth, and know me for thy friend. [ Exeunt, 


Enter Caſt. Vio and Monimia. 


Cab. Young Chamont and the ckaplain! ſure tis erg q 
No matter what's contriv'd or who conſulted, 


Since my Monimia's mine; though this ſad look 


. Seems no good boding omen to her bliſs; 
lſe prithee tell me why that look caſt down? 
Why that fad ſigh, as if thy heart was breaking ? 


Mon. Caſtalio, I am thinking what we've done: 
The heav/rly pow'rs were ſure diſpleas' d 24 5 5 
For at the ceremony as we ſtood, 

And as your hand was kindly join'd with mine; ; 
As the good prieſt pronounc'd the ſacred words, 
Paſſion grew big, and I could not forbear, 


Tears drown'd my eyes, and 9 ſeiz d my foul. 


CES» > bo 53 
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well. 
Exeunt. 


s they! 


y foul. 
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What hog? d that mean? 


La. Oh, chou art tender all! 


Gentle and kind as ſy mpathifing Nature! 
But wherefore do I dally with my bliſs ? 


The night's far ſpent, and day draws on apace : 
"TO bed, my love, and walce till I come thither. | 
Pol. So hot, my brother? f Folydore at A 


Mon. Twill be impoſſible: 
You know your father's chamber's next to mine, 
And the leaſt noiſe will certainly alarm him. 
: Cafe. Impoſſible? impoſſible? alas! 
Is't poſſible, to live one hour without thee? 

Mon. Tis but one night, my lord; I pray be rul'd. 
| Coft. Try if th aſt power to ſtop a flowing tide, 
Or in a tempeſt make the ſeas be calm; 


And when that's done I'II conquer my defires: 


No more, my blefling ! what ſhall be the ſign? 
When ſhall I come? for to my joys Pll teal, 


As 1f I ne'er had paid my freedom for them. 


Aon. Juſt three ſoft ſtrokes upon the chamber ö 
And at that ſignal you ſnhall gain admittance : 
But ſpeak not the leaſt word; for if you ſhou'd, 
Tis ſurely heard, and all will be betray'd. 
Caſt. Oh ! doubt it not, Monimia; our Joys 


| Shall be as filent as the eeſtatic bliſs 


Of ſouls, that by intelligence converſe; 
Immortal pleaſures ſhall our ſenſes drown, 


Thought ſhall be loſt, and ev” ry pow'r e 1 


Away, my love! 
I long for that to come, yet grudge each Anna paſt.” 


My brother wand'ring too ſo late this way? 
Pol. Caſtalio! 
Caft. My Polydore, how Joft thou ? 


How does our father? is he well recover 47 


Pol. T left him happily repos'd to reſt, 
He's {till as gay as if his life was young.” 
But how does fair Monimjia? 

Caft. Doubtleſs well: 


A cruel beauty with her conqueſt pleas'd - 
Is always joyful, and her mind in health. 


© Pol. Is the the ſame Monimia till, ſhe was? 
May we not hope ſhe's made of mortal mould? 
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Caf. She's not woman elſe : 


Tho' I'm grown weary of this tedious hoping ; * 
We've in a barren deſart ftray'd too long. 


Pol. Vet may relief be unexpected found, 
And Love's ſweet manna cover all the field. 


Met ye to-day ? 


Cot. No; ſhe has ftill avoided me: 


Fer brother too is jealous of her grown, 


Aud has been hinting ſomething to my father; 

I with I'd never meddled with the matter: 

And would enjoin thee, rade 
Pal. To what 
Caſt. To leave this peeviſh Beauty to herſelf. 
Pol. What, quit my Love? as ſoon I'd quit my poſt 


In fight, and like a coward run away. 
No, by my ſtars, I'll chace her till ſhe yields 


Tome, or meets her reſcue in another. | 
Cafe. Nay, ſhe has beauty that might ſhake the tage 


Of mighty kings, and ſet the world ar odds; 


But I have wond”rous reaſons on my fide, 


That wou'd perſuade thee, were they known. 


Py]. Then ſpeak em: 


What are they! Came ye to her window here 


To learn *em now? Caſtalio, have a care; 


Uſe honeſt dealing with a friend and brother. 


Believe me, I'm not with my love ſo blinded, 

But I can diſcern your purpoſe to abuſe me: 

Quit your pretences to her. 
Caſt. Grant I do; 

You love capitulations, Polydore, 

And but upon conditions would oblige me. 
Pol. Vou ſay you've reaſons: why are they conceal'd d 
Caft. To. morrow I may tell you. | 
«« Pol. Why not n:w?- | 
% Caſt.” I is a matter of ſuch cireumfiance, 

As I muſt well conſult ere I reveal. 


But prythee ceaſe to think I would abuſe thee, 


„Till more be known, 

Pol. When you, Caſtalio, coals - 
To meet Monimia unknown to me, . 
And then deny it flaviſhl - 2B I'll ceafe 

s to his friend: 


Did I not ſee you part this very moment? 
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Caf. It ſeems you've watch'd me then? 

Pol. I ſcorn the office. „ 

Caft. Prythee avoid a thing thou may'ſt repent. 
Pol. That is henceforth making leagues with you. 


Caf. Nay, if ye'ere angry, Polydore, good-night. Ex. 


Pol. Good-night, Caſtalio, if ye'ere in ſuch haſte, 
He little thinks I've overheard the appointment; 
But to his chamber's gone to wait awhile. -_- 
Then come and take poſſeſſion of my love: 
This is the utmoſt point of all my hopes; 
Or now ſhe muſt, or never can be mine. 
Oh! for a means now how to counterplot, 
And diſappoint this happy elder brother: 
In ev'ry thing we do or undertake, _ 
He ſoars above me, mount what height I can, 
And keeps the ſtart he got of me in birth, 
Cordelio ! „5 
3 Enter Page. 
Page. My lord! | 


Thou haſt a pretty forward lying face, 
And may'ſt in time expect preferment; canſt thou 
Pretend to ſecrecy, cajole and flatter - FE, 


Thy maſter's follies, and aſſiſt his pleaſures? 


Page. My lord, I could do any thing for you, 
And ever be a very faithful boy. | | 
Command, whate'er's your pleaſure I'll obſerve: 
Be it to run, or watch, or to convey | 
A letter to a beateous lady's boſom ; 

At leaſt, I am not dull, and ſoon ſhould learn. 

Pol. Tis pity then thou ſhould'ſt not be employ'd. 
Go to my brother, he is in his chamber now  _ 
Undreſſing, and preparing for his reſt; 

Find out ſome means to keep him up awhile : 
Tell him a pretty tory that may. pleaſe 


His ear: invent a tale, no matter what: 


If he ſhould aſ of megtell him I'm gone 

To- bed, and ſent ybu there to know his pleaſure, 
Whether he'll hunt to-morrow. Well ſaid, Polydore, 
Diſſemble with'thy brother! that's one point. 8 
But do not leave him till he's in bed, 2 

Or if he chance to walk again this way, 

Follow, and do not quit him, but ſoem fond 
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To do him little offices of ſervice. 
Perhaps at laſt it may offend him then 
Retire, and wait till I come in. Away : 
Succeed in this, and be employ'd again. 
Page. Doubt not, my lord g he has been always kind 
To me; ; would often ſet me on his knees, 
Then give me ſweet-meats, call me pretty boy, 
And aſk'd me what the maids talk'd of at nights. 
el Run quickly then, and proſp” rous be thy wiſhes. 
Exit Tags: 
Here Pm alone, and fit for miſchief ; now 
To cheat his brother, will't be koneſt that? 
J heard the ſign ſhe ordered him to give. 5 
Oh for the art of Proteus but to change 1 
Th' unhappy Polydore to bleſt Caſtalio! 
She not ſo well acquainted with him yet, 
But I may fit her arms as well as he. 
Then when I'm happily poſſe ſt of more 
Than ſenſe can think, all looſened into joy, 
To hear my diſappointed brother come, 
And give an rs ee ſignal; Oh! 
What a malicions pleaſure will that be! 
Juſt three ſoft ſtrokes againſt the chamber door, 
But ſpeak not the leaſt word, for if you ſhould 
It's ſurely heard, and we are both betray'd. 
How I adorea miſtreſs that contrives * 
With care to lay the buſineſs of her joys! 
One that has wit to charm the very ſoul ! 
And give a double reliſh to delight! 
__ Bleft Heav'n's aſſiſt me but in 135 E hour, 
And my kind ſtars be but Propitious now, 
Diſpoſe of me hereafter as you pleaſe ! 
Monimia ! Monimial 
[Maid at the wwindow.] Who's there! 3 
FA. IT. 
Maid. My lord Caſtalio? 
Pol. The ſame; 
ow does my love, my dear Monimja? 
Maid. Oh! 
She wonders much at your unkind 1 | 
You've ftaid fo. long, that at each little noiſe 
The wind but makes, ſhe aſks if you are coming. 
Pt. Tell her I'm Heng. and let the door be open'd, 
LA ald 3 777 
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| Now boaſt, Caſtalio, triumph now, and tell Na | 


Thyſelf frange ſtories of a promis'd bliſs ! 


[ The door unbolts 1 
It opens: Ha! what means my trembling fleſh ? 


Limbs, do your office, and ſuppor: me well, 


Bear me to her, then fail me if you can, | [Exit. 
Enter Caftalio and Page. 
Page. Indeed, wy lord, 'twill be a el morning 5 


Pray let us hunt. 


Caf?. Go, you're art idle pratler, 


III fa y at home to-morrow ; if your lord 


"Thinks fit, he may communi my hounds : 80 leave me, | 


_ I muſt to bed. 


Page. I'll wait upon your lordſhip, 


If you think fit, and fing you to repoſe. 


Caft. No, my kind boy, the Night is too far waſted; 


N My ſenſes are quite diſrob'd of thought, 
And ready all with me to go to reſt, 


Good-night: commend me to my brother. 
Page. Oh! | 


Vou never heard the laſt new ſong I learn d; 


It is the fineſt, prettieſt ſong indeed, 


Or my lord and my lady, you know who, that were 
e ä 


5 Together, you know where. My lord, indeed it is. 


Caſt. You muſt be whipt, youngſter, if you * ſuch 
ſongs as thoſe are. 


What means this boy's impertinence to-night? 


»Ptge. Why, what muſt I fing, pray, my dear lord? 

Cafe. Pſalms, child, pſalms. 

Page. O dear me! boys that go to ſchool learn phalms: 
But pages, that are better bred, ſing . 

Caſt. Well, leave me; I'm wear | 

Page, Oh! but you promiſed me, 4aſt time I told you 


what colour my lady Monimia's ſtockings were of, and 3 


that fhe gartered them above knee, that you would give 


me a little horſe to go a hunting upon, ſo you did. I'll 


tell you no more ſtories, except you keep your word with 


Caſt. Well, go, you trifler, and to-morrow aſk me. 
Page. vel. my lord, I can't abide to leave you. 

yy Why, wert thou inſtructed to attend me? 
| | ' P Age, 
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Page. No, no, indeed, my lord, I was not: 
But, I know what I know. mean: 2 
Caſt. What doſt thou know? death! what can 41 this 

Page. Oh! I know who loves ſomebody. | 

Caſt. What's that to me, boy 

Page. Nay, I know who loves you too. 
_ Caf. That's a wonder! prithee tell it me. 

Page. 'Tis—'tis—I know who-——but will 
Vou give me the horſe then? 

Caſt. I will, my child. 

Page, It is my Lady Monimia, hk you, but don't 
you tell her I told you: ſhe'll give me no more play- 
things then. I heard her ſay fo, as ſhe lay a bed, man. 
Caf. Talk'd ſhe of me when in her bed, Cordelio? 

Page. Yes; and I ſung her the ſong you made tooz 
And he did ſo ſigh, and look with her eyes 
And her breaſts did ſo lift up and down, I could have 
found in my heart to have beat ext, for — made me 
aſham'd. | 
Ca. Hark! What's that noiſe ? = I AR 2 
Take this, be gone, and leave me. | 
_ You knave, you little flatterer, get you gone. [Ex, Page. 
Surely it was a noiſe, hiſt !—only fancy. | 
For all is huſh'd as nature were retir'd, | 
So much ſhe from her work appears to ceaſe, 
And ev'ry warring element's at peace; 

All the wild herds are in the coverts couch'd ; 
The Fiſhes to their bank or ouze repair'd, 

And to the murmurs of the waters ſleep; 

The feeling Air's at reſt, and feels no noiſe; 
Except of ſome ſoft breaths among the trees, 
Rocking the harmleſs birds to reſt _w 'em. 
Tis now that, guided by my love, Igo 

To take poſſeſſion of Monimia's arms. 

Sure Polydore's by this time gone to bet. 
At midnight thus the Us'rer ſteals untrack'd, 
To make a viſit to his hoarded gold, 

And feaſts his eyes upon the ſhining mammon. [ Knocks. 
She hears me not; ſure ſhe already ſleeps, | 
Her wiſhes could not brook ſo long delay. AE 
And her poor heart has beat urſelf to reſt, © Knocks, 
Once more Knocks again. 


Maid, 


| Br 


nean? 
11 this 
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Maid. Who's there? 


5 5 comes thus rudely to diſturb our reſt ? 
Caſt. Tis I. 


Maid. Who are you? what? s your name? 


Caſt. Suppole the Lord Caſtalio. 
Maid. I know you not. 


T he Lord Caſtalio has no buſineſs here. 


33 


Caft, Hah! have a care! what can this mean? 


Maid. Whoe'er you are, ye may repent chi 
Caft. She muſt! tell her ſhe ſhall! go, 'mi 


And bring her tidings from the ſtate of Love; 
Th' are all in conſultation met together, 


| Whoe'er thou art, I charge thee to Moninua fly: 
Tell her I'm here, and wait upon my doom. 


Is Outrage: 


My Lady muſt not be diſturb' d. Good- night! 


in haſte! 


7 


How to reward. my truth, and crown her vows, 


Maid. Sure the man's mad! 
Caſt. Or this will make me ſo; 


Obey me, or, by all the wrongs 1 ſuffer, 


Pl {ale the window, and come 1a by force, 
Let the ſad conſequence be what it will | 


This creature's titling folly makes me me mad ! 


Maid. My Lady? s anſwer is, you may depart ,: 
She ſays ſhe knows you > you are Polydore, 


Sent by Caſtalio, as you were to-day, ' 


I“ affront and do her violence again. 


Caſt. I'll not believeꝰt. 
es You may, Sir, 
Caſt. Curſes blaſt thee! 


Maid. Well, tis a fine cool ev'ning; and 1 hope 


May cure the raging fever in Your blo? 
| Good-night! 


Caft. And farewell all that's juſt in woman al 


This is contriv'd, a ſtudied trick to abuſe 
My eaſy nature, and torment my mind ! 


Death and torment! 
; Tis impudence to think my ſoul will bear it! 


Oh! I could grow ev'n wild, and tear my hair! 


Tis well, Monimia, that thy empire's ſnort! 


Let but to-morrow, but to-morrow come, 


And try if all thy arts appeaſe my wren ? 


Till when be this deteſted place my bed, 
* I will ruminate on woman > ils ; 


[Lies down, 
Laugh 


" 4 
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Laugh at myſelf, and curſe th* inconſtant ſex: 
* aithieſ; Monimia! Oh Monimia! 
Euter Erneſto. 


Ern. Either 
My ſenſe has been d:Juded, or this way 
I heard the ſound of ſorrow ; ; *tis late night, 

And none whoſe mind's at peace would wander now. 

Caſt. Who's there? 

Ern. Caſtalic! My Lord, why i in this dee 
Stretch'd on the ground ? your honeſt true old ſervant, 
Your poor Erneſto, cannot ſee you de. : 

Riſe, I beſeech you. 

Caf?. If thou art Erneſto, 

As by thy honeſty thou ſeem'ſt to be, 

Once leave me to my folly. a 
Ern. I can't leave you, 
And not the reaſon known of your diſorders. | 
Remember how, when young, I m my arms 
Have often borne you, pleas'd you in your pleaſures, 
And ſought an early ſhare in you affection: 

Do not diſcard me now, but let me ſerve you. 

Caſt. Thou can'ſt not ſerve 1 me. | | 

Ern. Why? | | a 

Caſt. Becauſe my dioaghts s 
Are full of woman; thou, poor wretch, are Pall 'em. 

Ern. I hate the * | | | 
Caf. Then I'm thy friend, Erneſto! [Riſes 
I'd leave the world for him that hates a woman! 
Woman, the fountain of all human frailty ! 

What mighty ills have not been done by Woman? 
Who was't betray'd the Capitel? A Woman! 
Who loſt Mark Antony the world? A Woman! 
Who was the cauſe of a long ten years war, 

And Jaid at laſt old-Troy in aſhes ? Woman! 
Deſtructive, damnable, deceitful Woman! 

Woman to Man firft as a blefling giv'n ; 

When innocence and love were in their prime, 

Happy awhile in Paradiſe they lay; - 
But quickly woman long'd to go aſtray : | 

Some fooliſh new adventure needs muſt prove 

And the firit devil ſhe ſaw ſhe chang'd her love; 

Fo his temptations b>wdly ſhe inchn'd 

Her foul,” and for an 8 damu'd dankend. 16 c= 
| f T* 


* 


* 


* 


THE ORPHAN. 
ACT IV. SCENE, 4 Salben. 
: Acaſto /elus. | 
LILEST be the morning that has brought me health! 


1 


D A} happy reſt has ſoften'd pain away, 


And I'll forget it, though my mind's not well : 


A heavy melancholy clogs my heart; 


droop and figh, I know not why. Dark dreams, 
Sick Fancy's children, have been over-buſy, 
And all the night play'd farces in.my brains : 
Methought L heard the mid-night raven cry; 
Wak'd with th' imagin'd noiſe my curtain ſeem'd 
To ſtart, and at my feet my ſons appear'd, 
Like ghofts, all pale and ſtiff: I ſtrove to ſpeak, 
But could not: ſuddenly the forms were loſt, 


And ſeem'd to vaniſh in a bloody cloud. 


"Twas odd, and for preſent ſhook my angler ; - 


But *twas th' effect of my diſtemperd blood; 


And when the health's diſturb'd the mind's unruly, . 
Enter. Polydore. 
Good morning, Polydore. 
Pol. Heav'ꝝ keep your lordſhip. 
Acaſt. Have you yet ſeen Caſtalio to-day ? 
Pol. My lord, tis early day, he's hardly riſen. | 
Acaſt. Go, call him up, and meet me in the chapel. 


Exit. ranete. 
I cannot chink all has gone wel to-night ; 


For as I waking lay (and ſure my ſenſe - 


Was then my own) methought I heard my ſon 

Caſtalio's voice; but it ſeem'd low and mournful : 

Under my window too I thought J heard it: 

M' untoward fancy could not be deceiv'd 

In ev'ry t; ; and I will ſearch the truth out. 
Enter Monimia and her Maid. 

Already up, Monimia! you roſe 

Thus early ſurely to outſhine the day! 


Or was there any thing that croſs'd your reſt? 


They were naughty thoughts that would not let you fleep. Wen 
Mon. Whatever are my thoughts, my lord, I've learnt, 
By your example to correct their ills, 2 
And morn and evening give up the account. 


* Vour pardon, reoe a one, I vpbraid you not; 


>" fas 
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Good day to thee, Monimia I'll to chapel. 5 
| + [Exit Acafto, 
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Or if you would, you are ſo good, 1 1 not; 


Heard you no noiſe to- night? 

Mon. Noiſe, my good Lord! 

Acaſt. About midnight. | 
Mon. Indeed, my Lord, I don't remember any. 


Acaſt You muſt ſure! went you early to your reſt ? * 


Mon. About me wonted hour. Why this — 


Acaß. And went your maid to bed too ? ? 
Mon. My lord, I gueſs fo; 
I've ſeldom known her diſobey my orders. 


Acaſt. Sure goblins then, or fairies haunt the dwelling ; 3 
_ I'll have enquiry made through all the houſe, 


But I'll find out the cauſe of theſe diſorders. 


Mon. I'll but diſpatch ſome orders to my woman z 


And wait upon your lordſhip there: 


I fear the prieſt has play'd us falſe, if ſo, 


My poor Caſtalio leſes all for me. 8 
I wonder though he made ſuch haſte to leave me : 
Waas't not unkind, Florella ! ſurely twas! 
He ſcarce afforded one kind parting word, 
But went away ſo cold; the kiſs he gave mc, 


Se em'd the forc'd compliment of ſated love. 
Would 1 had never marry's > „ 
Maid. Why? 
Mon. Methinks _ 9 ? 
The ſcene's quite alter'd ; I am not the fame ; 5 
I've bound up for myſelf a weight of cares, 
And how the burden will be borne, none knows. > 


A huſband may be Jealous, rigid, falſe! 

And ſhould Caſtalio e'er prove ſo to me, 
So tender is my heart, ſo nice my love, 
Twould ruin and diſtract my reſt for ever. 


Maid. Madam, he's coming. 
Mon. Where, Florella? where? 


Is he returning? To my chamber lead I 


I'll meet him there: the myſteries of our love 


Should be kept private, as religious rites, 


F rom the unhallow'd view of common eyes. 


"[Exeunt Monimia and Maid. 
SCENE: 


1 


C 


well atis yd that thou art——=——Oh- 


Tal by affictions and continu'd cares, 


SCENE a Chamter. 
| Enter Caſtalio. 
Caf. Wiſh'd morning's come! and now upon the plains 


. 


And diſtant mountains where they feed their flocks, 
The happy ſhepherds leave their homely huts, 
And with their pipes proclaim the new-born day. 
The chearful birds too, on the tops of trees, 
Aſſemble all in choirs, and with their notes 


Salute and welcome up the riſing ſun. 


There's no condition {ure ſo curs'd as mine, 


I'm married ! *$death! I'm ſped. How like a dog 


Look'd Hercules, thus to a diftaff chain'd ? 
— Monimia! Oh Monimia! | 


Enter Monimia and Maid. | 
Mom. 1 come! 


I fly to my ador'd Caſtalio? s arms, 


My wiſhes lord. May ev'ry morn begin 


Like this; and with our days our loves renew! 


Now 1 may oye 4 are ſatisfy d 


| ahn lange ſingh on hits. 
Caft I am 


Mon. What? ſpeak : 


Art thou not well, Caſtalio? Come, lean N 


Upon my breaſt, tell me where's thy pain! 
Caſt. Tis here; tis in my head; *tis in my heart ; ; 
"Tis every where: it rages like a madneſs; 


And 1 moſt wonder how my reaſon holds. 
No more, Monimia, of your fex's arts ; 


They're uſeleſs all: I am not that pliant tool, 


That neceſlary, utenſil you'd make me; 


I know my charter better I am man, 

Obſtinate man, and will not be enſlav'd. 

Mon. You ſhall not fear't: indeed ny nature” s eaſy z 
ll ever live your moſt obedient wife! 


Nor ever any privilege pretend 


Beyond: your will: for that ſhall be my law: 


Indeed I will not. 


Caſt. Nay, you ſhall not, Madam ; By 


ö By yon bright heav'n, you ſhall not: all the C cay 


PII play the tyrant; and at night forſake thee; 
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Pye worn thee to a homely houſhold drudge: 
Nay, if I've any too, thou ſhalt be made 
Subſervient to all my looſer pleaſures; 


For thou haſt wrong'd Caſtalio. 
Mon. No more: 


Oh kill me here, or tell me my offence ! 
I'll never quit you elſe; but on theſe knees, 
Thus follow you all day 'till they're worn bare, 
And hang upon you like a drowning creature. 


Caftalio! ———— 
Caſt. Away! laſt night, laſt night! 


Mon. It was our wedding-night! 


Caſt. No more! forget it. 

Mon. Why! do you then repent? 
Caſt. I do. 

Mon. O Heaven! 


And will you leave me thus! Help, hes; Flörella 


He drags her ta the door, and breaks rom ber. | 


Help me to hold this yet lov'd cruel man! 
Oh, my heart breaks !—Y'm dying! Oh! 
Caſtalio! Oh! how often has he {wore 


Nature ſhould change,” the ſun and ſtars grow dark, 


Ere he would fallity his vows to me! 


Make haſte, Confuſion, then! Sun loſe thy light, 


And ſtars drop dead with forrow to the earth, 


For my Caſtalio's falſe! 


Falſe as the Wind, the Waters, or the Weather, | 


Cruel as 'Tygers o'er their trembling prey! 


J feel him in my breaſt, he tears my heart, 
And at each ſigh he drinks the guſhing ! blood? 
Muſt 1 be long 3 in pain! : 
| Enter Chamont. 
Chan. 1 n tears, itonmua ! 


Mon. Whoe'er thou art, 


eave me alone to my beloy'd | Deſpair! | 

Cham. Lift up thy eyes, and ſee who comes t TR Par 
Tell me he Gory of thy wrongs, and then 
See if my ſoul has reſt till thou haſt juſtice. 


Men. My brother! 7 . 


Cham. Yes, Monimia; if thou think*ſt 
That I deſerve the name, I am thy brother. 
Mou. O Ca — | 


r 


Cham. Ha | 
Name me that name —_ my fouls on fire 
Till 1 know all! there's meaning in chat name: 
IT know thy huſband: therefore traſt me 


With all the following truth- 
Mon. Indeed, Chamont, ] 

There's nothing in it but the fault of Nature: 

I'm often thus ſeiz'd Is with grief, | 


1 know not why. 
Cham. Ycu uſe me il Monimia: 
And J might think with Juſtice moſt ſeverely 


Of chis unfaithful dealing with your brother. 


ee! 


AN » 


"Methinks it is a part of me that ſuffers. 8 


Mon. Truly, Im not to blame: ſuppoſe I'm fond 


; d grieve for what as much may pleaſe another? 


Should I upbraid the deareft friend on earth = 
ot the firſt fault? You would not do ſo, would you? 
"Cham. Not if I'd cauſe to think it was a friend. 
Mon. Why do you then call this unfaithful dealing? 
I never a my ſoul from you before: 


Bear with me now, and ſearch my wounds no farther; 
For ev'ry probing pains me to the heart. 


Cham. Pis ſign there's danger in't, and muſt be TY 


Where's your new huſband ?' till that thought diſturbs you I's 


What! only anſwer me with tears! ! Caſtalio! 
Nay, now they ſtream : 


Cruel, unkind Caſtalio! Is't not ſo? 


Mon. I cannot ſpeak ; grief flows ſo faſt upon me, 
It choaks, and will not let me tell the ene. 
Oh! | 


Cham. My Monimia! to my ſoul thou'rt dear 


As honour to, my name: 


Why wilt thou not repoſe within my brett | 


The anguiſh that torments thee? 


Mon. Oh! I dare not. 

Cham. I have no friend but thee: we muſt confide 
In one another: two unhappy orphans, * 
Alas! 'we are; and when I ſee thee grieve, 


_ 


LENS 1 


Mon. Could you be ſecret? 
Cham. Secret as the grave, 


Mon. But when I've told you, will you keep your fury. 
Within its bounds? will you not do ſome raſh. 


THE ORPHAN. 39 


LY "ps E 1 N And a 


7 


0. 


"> . - — 223 
2 - aw" > 
6 —— ſk — 
— . 


— v3 
1 c 
. „ 
—— R nating. oa ro rr ran — 
— 


— 


— 


r 


2 


. * 
5.4. 
_ ä — — —ñ— —— ——eö * 
88 ; . 
* = 


F ˙ . re ARCs A at tv I PE: aid * PIER 


* 
A" en wr TY 
N — N 


„% füt ORPHAN. 


And horrid miſchief? for indeed, Chamont, 
You would not think how hardly I have been us'd 
From a near friend? from one that has my ſoul 


A ſlave, and therefore treats it like a tyrant. 


Cham, I will be calm: but has Caſtalio wrong'd thee ? ? 
Has he already waſted all his love? | 
What has he dene? quickly! for I'm all tremb!1 vg. 
With expectation of a horrid tale! 

Mon. Oh! could you think! it! 

Cham: What! 

Nen. I fear hell kill me. 

Cham, Ha! 5 

Mon. Indeed I do: he's Aga cruel to me ; 


Which, if it lat, Pm ſare muſt break my heart. 


Cham. What has he done? 
Mon. Mei barbarouſly us'd me: 


Nothing ſo kind as he when in my arms! 
At dawn of day he roſe, and left his conqueſt, 


Bat when we met, and I with open arme 
Ran to embrace the lord of all my wiſhes, 
Oh then! 9 „ 

Cham. Go on! 

Mon. He threw me from biz breaſt, 


7 Like a deteſted fin. 


Cham, How | 

Mon. As I hung too | - 
Upon his knees, and begg'd to know the hu, 
He dragg'd me hke a ſlave upon the earth, f 


And had no pity on my cries. 


Cham Howl did he 


Daſh thee diſdainſully away with in | 


Mon. He did! - 
Cham. What, throw thee from him ! 
Mon. Yes, indeed he did! 
Cham. So way this arm 
Throw him to the earth, like a dead dog deſpis'd : 


Lameneſs and leproſy, blindneſs and lunacy, 


Poverty, ſhame, pride, and the name of e 
Light on me, if Caſtalio, I forgive thee. 


Man. Nay, now Chamont, art thou unkind as he is! - 


Did& thou not promiſe me thou would'ſt be calm? 


Foes Joop my a conceal'd ? why 1 thou 1 my ? 
5 25 V 
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By al my love, this arm ſhould do him vengeance. . 

Alas ! I love him ſtill! and though I ne'er Ef | 

Claſp him again within theſe longing arms, _ i 

Tet bleſs him, bleſs him, (Gods !) where'e er he goes. 
Enter Acaſto. 

Acaft. Sure ſome ill fate is towards me: in my houſe 
I only meet with oddneſs and aa "Th 
Juſt this very moment 
I met Caſtalio too- 
Cham. Then you met a villain, t „F 

Acaſt. Ha ! | | s | 2 9 73 haut 
Cham. Yes, a villain! SOS ts” 7: 

Acaſt. Have a care, young ſoldięr, 
How thou'rt too buſy with Acaſto's fame: 
J have a ſword, my arm's good old tene, 
Villain to thec— 5 8 

Cham Curſe on thy ſcandalous age, « 
Which hinders me to ruſh upon thy throat, 

And tear up the root of that curs'd bramble ! 

Acaſt, Ungrateful ruffian! ſure my good old friend 
Was ne'er thy father nothing of him's in thgee, 
What have I done in my unhappy age,. 

To be thus us'd! I ſcorn to upbraid __ oy 4 
But I could put thee in remembrance— 
goon. 1107---.- EO pL 

Acaſt. I ſcorn i it | 

Cham. No, I'll calmly hear ihe 1 
For 1 would fain know all, to ſee which ſcale 
Weighs moſt Ha! is not that good old Acaſto; 
What have I done! can you forgive this folly ? 

Acaſt. Why doſt thou aſk it! 

Cham. Twas the rude o'erflowing | 
Of too much paſſion : pray, my lord, forgive me. | „ 
n, 

Aal. Mock me not, youth! I can revenge a wrong. 

- Cham. I know it well; but for this thought of mine, 
Pity a mad man's frenzy, and forget it. 

Acaſt. I will; but, henceforth, priches be more "TY 

ne bim. 
Whence came the cauſe ? Fo No | Rs {+ 

-Cham. Indeed I've been to blame, 25 . 3 [ 

For you have been my father: 2 | ws 4 
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You' ve been her father too 


[Takes Monimia by the hand, 
435 Forbear the prologue 


And let me know the ſubſtance of thy tale. 

Cham. You took her up a little tender flower, 
Juſt ſprouting on a bank, which the next froſt 
Had nipt; and with a careful loving hand, 
Tranſplanted her into your own fair garden, 

Where the ſun always ſhines : there long ſhe fouriſh'd, 
_ Grew ſweet to ſenſe, and lovely to the eye, 
Till at laft a cruel ſpoiler came, 
Cropt this fair roſe, and rifled all its ſw cetneſs, 
Then caſt it like a loathſome weed away. 

Acaſt. You talk to me in parables, Chamont : 
You may have known that I'm no wordy man: 
Fine ſpecches are the inſtruments of knaves 
Or fools that uſe em, when oy want good-ſenſe: 
But honeſty 
Needs no diſguiſe nor ornament. Be Plain. 
Cham. Your ſon 

Acaſt. I've two; and both, 1 ous have honour. 
+ Chan, T hope fo to but 

Acaſt. Speak. | 

Cham. J muſt inform you, 

Once more, Caftalio! 
Acaſt. Still Caltslio! po 
Cham. Les: 

Your ſon, Caſtalio, has wrong'd Monimia! 
Acaſt. Ha! wrong'd her! 

Cham, Marr y'd her. 

Acaſ. I'm lorry for't. 

Cham. Why ſorry ? 

By yon bleſt Heav'n, there's not a lord 
But might be proud to take her to his heart. 

Acaſt. \'ll not deny't. | 

Cham, You dare not, by the Gods, 

You dare not: all your family combin'd, 
In one damn'd falſehood to outdo Caſtalio, | 


Paare notdeny't. 


Acaſt. How has Caſtalio wrong'd her? 
Cham, Aſk that of him: I ſay my ſiſter's vrong d: 
Monimia, * dar. born as * "I 
An 
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And noble as Caftalio——Do her juſtice, 
Or, by the Gods, I'Il lay a ſcene of blood 


Shall make this dwelling horrible to Nature. 


I'll do't : hark you, my lord, your ſon, Caſtalio, 


Take him to your cloſet, and there teach him manners, 


Acaſt. You ſhall have juſtice, 
Cham. Nay, I will have juſtice ! 


Who'll ſleep in ſafety, that has done me wrong? 
= My lord, PII! not diſturb you to repeat 


'The cauſe of this; I beg you (to preſerve 


| Your houſe's honour) afk it of Caſtalio. 


Acaſt. J will. 
Cham. Till then, farewell 


Acaſt. Farewell, Proud bey. 
Morimia! 


Mon. My lord. | | 
| Heaft, You are my daughter. 
Mon. I am, my lord, if you'll vouchſafe to own me. 


[ Exit. 


Acaft. When you'll complain to me, 1'll prove a 
| [ Exit. 8 


father. 
Mon. Now I'm undone for ever: who on earth | 
Is there ſo wretched as Monimia ? 
Firſt by Caſtalio cruelly forſaken ; - 
Pve loſt Acaſto now: his parting frown 
May well inftru& me, rage is in his heart: 
My cruel brother 


Is framing miſchiefs too, for ought I know, , 
That may produce bl>odſhed and horrid murder ? 
I would not be the cauſe of one man's death, 


To reign the empreſs of the earth; nay more, 


I'd rather loſe for ever my Caſtalio, 
M y dear unkind Caſtalio! 


Enter Polydore. 
Pol. Monimia weeping ! 


I rome, my love, to kiſs all ſorrow from thee: 


What mean theſe ſighs? and why thus beats thy mn! | 


Mon. Let me alone to forrow : 'tis a cauſe 


None e'er ſhall know ; but it ſhall with me die. 


Pol. Happy, Monimia, he to whom theſe ſighs, 
Theſe tears, and all theſe lanpuiſhings are paid! 


I am no ſtranger to your deareſt ſecret : 
I knvy your heart was never meant for me; 


That 
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That jewel's for an elder brother's price. 
Mon. My lord! 


Pol. Nay, wonder not: laſt night I heard 


His oaths, your vows, and to my torment ſaw 


Your wild embraces : heard the appointment made 
I did, Monimia, and I curs'd the ſound. 
Wilt thou be ſworn, my love? wilt thou be ne'er 
Dnkind again? 
Mon. Baniſh ſuch fruitleſs hopes ! 
Have you ſwore conſtancy to my undoing ! 
Will you be ne'er my friend again! 

Pol. What means my love! : 

Men. Away! what meant my lord 
Laſt night! 

Pol. Is that a queſtion now to be demanded ? 
1 hope Monimia was not much diſpleas'd. 
Mon. Was it well done to treat me like a proſtitute ? 
I' aſſault my lodging at the dead of night, 

And threaten me if Ldeny'd admittance — 
You ſaid you were Caſtalio— | 
Pool. By thoſe eyes, 
It was the ſame: I ſpent my time e much better: 
J tell thee, ill natured Fair-one, I was poſted 
To more advantage, on-a pleaſant hill 
Of Fringing joy, and everlaſting ſweetneſs. 
1. Ha !—have a care! 

Pol. Where is the danger near me! 
Mon. I fear you're on a rock will wreck your quite, 
And drown your ſoul in wretchedneſs for ever.: 
A thouſand horrid thoughts croud on my memory. 
Will you be kind, and anſwer me one queſtion ? | 


Pol. I'd truſt thee with my life: on thoſe ſoft breaſts 23 
Breathe out the choiceſt ſecrets of my heart, | 


Till T had nothing in it left but love. 


Mon, Nay, I'll conjure you by the Gods and Angels, 


By th' honour of your name, that's moſt concern'd, 
To tell me, Polydore, and tell me truly, | 
Where did you reſt laſt night? 
Pol. Within thy arms | 
I triumph'd : reſt had been my foe. 
Mon. Tis done 


Fol. She faints! no 2885 who waits! a curſe 
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Upon my vanity, that could not keep | 4 
Ihe ſecret of my happineſs in filence | 
Confuſion ! we ſhall be ſurpriz'd anon; ; 
| And conſequently all muſt be betray'd. . N 
Monimia! ſhe breathes !- Monimia! | | 
Mon. Well. 
Let miſchiefs multiply let ev'ry hour 
Of my loath'd life yield me inc reaſe of horror! 40 
O let the Sun, to theſe unhappy 3 1 5 | 
Ne'er ſhine again, but be eclips'd for ever! 4 
May every thing L look on ſeem a prodigy, | 4 
To fill my foul witk terrors, till I go. | | lf 
Forget I ever had humanity, | "i 
A grow a curſer of the works of Nature! 1 | 
Pol. What means all this? | | il 
Mon. O Polydore! if all 1 
The friendſhip e'er you vow'd to good Caſtalio 
Be not a falſehood; if you ever lov'd 
Your brother, you've undone yourſelf and me. 
Pel. Which way can ruin reach the man that's rich, 
As T am in poſſeſſion of my {ſweetneſs ? | 1 KP. 
Mon. Oh! Um his wife 5 1 
Pol. What ſays Monimia! ha 76 : 
Men, Im Caſtalio's wife! : 
Poel. His marry'd, wedded wife! 
Mon. Yeſterday's ſun 
Saw it perform'd | KS: 
Pol. And then have I enjoy 4 
My brother's wife! _ 
Mon. As ſurely as we both 
Muſt taſte of miſery, that guilt is thine ! 
Pol, Oh! thou may'ſt yet be happy! 
Mon. Could'ſt thou be 
Happy with ſuth a weight upon thy ſoul ? 
Pol. It may be yet a ſecret: I'll go try 
To reconcile and bring Caſtalio to thee; 
Whilſt from the world I take myſelf away, 
And waſte my life in penance for my ſin. 
Mon. Then thou wouldſt more undo me: heap a load 
Of added ſins upon my wretched head! 
Wouldſt thou again have me betray thy brother, 
And bring en to his arms? curſt ä 


Ok! 
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Oh! when ſhall I be mad indeed! [Exit Monimia. 
Pol. Then thus V'll go, | 


Full of my guilt, diſtracted where to roam, 


Ie find ſome place where adders neſt in winter 


Loathſome and venomous : where poiſons hang 


Like gums againſt the walls ; where witches meet 


By night, and feed upon ſome pamper'd imp, 
Fat with the blood of babes: there we'll inhabit, 
And live up to the height of deſperation: 
Defire ſhall languiſh like a withering flower, 
Horrors ſhall fright me from'thoſe pleaſing harms, 
And PII no more be 2 in Beauty's charms. 
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1K 0 ＋ V. 8E N E, @ Garden. a 
Caſtalio lying on the G 
Cafe. 8 where the Deer trot uſter one another, 

| Male, female, father, daughter, mother, ſon, 


To Brother and ſiſter, mingled all together! 
No diſcontent they know ! but in delightful 


Wildneſs and freedom, pleaſant ſprings, freſh. herbage, 


Calm harbours, luſty health and innocence, 
Enjoy their portion: if they ſee a man, 
How will they turn together all, and gaze 
Upon the monſter 
Once ia a ſeaſon too they taſte of love: 
Only the beaſt of reaſon is its ſlave, 

And in that folly drudges all the year. 


Enter Acaſto. 
* Caſtalio! Caſtalio! 
Caſt. Who's there 
So wretched but to name Caſtalio! 
Acaſt. J hope my meſſage may ſucceed! 
_ - Caft. My father! | 
Tis joy to ſee you, tho? where Sorrow's nouriſh'd, 


Acaſt. Caſtalio, you muſt go alon ve me, 
And fee Monimia. * 4 


Caſt. See Monimia! * de 
* 1 tay, no mare Gps, 5 
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Complaints are made to me, that you have wrong'd her, 
Cat. Who has complain” a? | 

Acaſt: Her brother to my face proclaim'd her wrong'd, 

And in ſuch terms they've warm'd me. 
Cat. What terms? Her brother! Heav'n! 

Where learnt the that? 

What, does ſhe ſend her hero with defiance? 

He durſt not, ſure, affront you? 
Adcaft. No, not much: 

But 
_ Cafe. Sek, what faid he? 
Acaſt. That thou wert a villain: 

Methinks I would not have thee thought a villain, 
Caſt. Shame on th' ill-manner'd brute! 


Your age ſecur'd him; he durſt not elſe have ſaid ſo. 


Acaſt. By my ſword, 
I would not ſee thee wrong'd, and heart it vilely: 
Though I paſs'd my word ſhe ſhall have juſtice. - 
Caſt. Juſtice ! to give her juſtice would undo her: 
Think you this ſolitude I now have choſen, 
Left joys juſt op'ning to my ſenſe, ſought here 
A place to curſe my fate in, meaſur'd out 
My grave at length, wiſk'd to have grown one piece 
With this cold 25 and all without ay/cauſe ? 
Enter Chamont. 5 
"Cham: Where is the hero, famous and renown d 
For wronging Innocence and breaking vows; 
Whoſe mighty ſpirit, and whoſe ſtubborn heart, 


No Woman can appeaſe, nor man provoke ? 


Acaſt, I gueſs, Chamont, you come to ſcek Caſtalio. 
_ Cham. I come to ſeek the Huſband of Monimia. 
Caſt. The ſlave is here. _ 
Cham. I thought ere now to *ave found you 
Atoning for the ills you've dore Chamont 7. 
For you have wrong'd the deareſt part of him. 
Monimia, young lord, wee ps in this heart; / PP 
And all the tears thy injuries have drann 
From her poor eyes, are drops of blood from hence. 
Caf. Then you are Chamont ? - 
Cham. Yes, and I hape no ftranger eV 
To the great Caſtahio. OY ag eds 
CA. I've heard of ſuch a man . 
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That brave revenge was due to injur'd honour : 
Oppoſe not then the juſtice of my ſword, 
' Left you ſhould make me jealous of your love. 


_ Becauſe thou know'ſt that place is ſanQity'd 


Nor was thy Mother's truth and virtue fairer. 


Of the lov'd creature once fill'd theſe arms 


Sheen up thy angry ſword ; and don- t affright me: 
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That has been very buſy with my honour : cha 
I own I'm much indebteed to you, Sir, lf a 
And here return the villain back again — I. 
.You ſent me by my father. . . "© 
Cham. Thus I'll thank you. hy [I Draaus. MW Thi 
Acaſt. By this good ſword, whofirſt preſumes to violence, Let 
Makes me his fo [ Draws and interpoſes. We 


Caſt. Sir, in my younger years with care you taught me, C 


Cham. Into thy father's arms thou fly'ſt for Ow. 


With the remembrance of an ancient friendſhip. 

Caft. I am a villain, if I will not ſeekythee, 
Till T may be reveng'd for all the wrongs - 
Done me by that ungrateful Fair thou plead'ſt fin. 17 25 

Cham. She wrong'd thee! by the fury in my * 
Thy father's honour's not above Monimia's; 


Acaſt. Boy, don't diſturb the aſhes of the dead 
With thy capricious follies: the remembrance _ 


Cham. Has not been wrong'd. 
Caſt. It ſhall not. 
Cham. No, nor ſhall 


Monimia, though a helpleſs Orphan,” deſtitute 5 
Of friends and fortune, though th' unhappy ſiſter hy 
Ot poor Chamont, whoſe ſword is all his portion, | Ci 
3 8 by thee, thou proud imperious traitor! Ae 
Caf. Hah! ſet mie fre. | Ca 
Cham. Come both. : HOES: i 
Fier Serina. | | Ca 

3 Alas! alas! f Ae. 
The cauſe of theſe diſorders ? my Chamont! . mi: 
Who 1s't has wrong'd thee ? | Ca 
Caſt. Now, where art thou fled BE Os Act 
For, ſhelter ? | Ca 


Cham. Come from thine, and ſee what ſafeguard © 


Shall then betray my fears? | 14. 


Ser. Cruel Caſtalio, 


Chamoi t 
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Chamont, let once Serina calm thy breaſt: 
If any of my friends have done thee injuries, 
PI be reveng'd, and love thee better for't. 
Caft. Sir, if you'd have me think you did not take 
This opportunity to ſhew your vanity, = 
, Let's meet ſome other time, when by ourſelves 
es. We fairly may diſpute our wrongs together. 
ie, Cham. Till then, Pm Caſtalio's friend. 
Caft. Serina, 
Farewell, I wiſh touch happineſs TEE TR 
Ser. Chamont's the deareſt thing 1 — on earth: 
Give me Chamont, and let the world foriake me. 
Cham. Witneſs the Gods, how happy I'm in thee? 
Angry, unkind Quſtalio, * 
bent I ſhould a-while lay by my paſſions, 
be a beggar in Monimia's cauſe, 
ight F be heard? 
Caft, Sir, it was my laſt requeſt, 
ou would (thoygh I find you will net) be aal ya, 3 
So, in a word, Monimia is my ſcorn: 
dhe baſely ſent you here to try my fears ; E 
Diſquiet vex her for t. 
Cham. Farewell. ¶ Zxeunt Cham. and Ser. 
Caſt. F arewell My father, you ſeem troubled! 
Acaft. Would I'd been abfent when this boiſt'rons | 


brave 'E 
ame to diſturb thee thus : $ I'm griev'd 1 hindered 


Why juſt reſentment— ——put Monimia- 
Ca. Damn her. | 
Acaft, Don't curſe. her. 
Caſt. Did 1? 
Acaft. Yes. bs | | | 
Caft. Pm ſorry for't. 
nigh Methinks; as if I guef the fault's but ſmall, 
it be pardon c. 
Ne. 4 
po What has ſhe * 3 
Caf. That ſhe's my Wife ay. Here and you for- 
ve n! 


lu. 3 reconcil _ 


moi ti 
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Acaſt, Go ſee her. e 
He. 1 Pl ſend and bring her 8 
Caft. No. 
Acaſt. For my ſake, 5 
Caſtalio, and the quiet of my age. 


Caſt. Why will you urge a thing wy nature tarts at? 


Acaſt. Prithee forgive her. | . 
Caſt. Lightnings firſt ſhall blaſt me: 


I tell you, were the proſtrate at my feet, 
Full of her ſex's beſt-diſſembled ſorrows, 
And all that wond'rous beauty of her own, 

| M y heart might break, but it ſhould ne er often 


Euter Florella. 
Flor. My lord, where are you? 


2 Oh ſhew me quickly where's Caſtalio? 


_ Acaft, Why, what's the buſineſs? _ 
Flor. Oh, the poor — 

Caſi. Hahl! 1 
Acaſt. What's the matter! 2 
Flor. Hurry'd by deſpair, 


She flies. with fury over all the houſe; 


Through every room of each apartment, crying. 


Where's my Caſtalio? Give me my Caſtalio ! 


1 ſhe ſees you ſure ſhe'll grow diſtracted. 
Caſt. Hah ! will ſhe, does ſhe name Caſtalio? 
And with ſuch tenderneſs, conduct me quickly 


. To the poor lovely mourner. 


Acaſt. Then wilt thou go? bleſſings attend thy pu 
pole ! 
* Th carnnot hear Monimia's ſoul in ſadneſs, | 
be a man: my heart will not forget her. 

_ Acaft. Delay not then, but haſte and cheer thy love 

Caft. Oh! I will throw m'impatient arms about her 
In her ſoft boſom ſigh my ſoul to peace, 
Till through the panting breaſt ſhe finds the way 
To mould my heart, and —— it what ſhe will. 
Monimia! Oh! ee 
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: SCENE i Chamber. ; 


Euter Monimia. 


Men. Stand off, and give me room, 
T will not reſt till I have found dates, 
My wiſh's lord, comely as the riſing day, 


Amidſt ten thouſand eminently known. 


Flowers ſpring up where'er he treads, his eyes, 
f brightneſs, chearing all about him ! 


When will they ſhine on me?—OE ſtay my ſoul ! ! 

1 cannot die in peace till I have ſeen him. 
Caſtalio re- enter. 
cas, Who talks of dying with a voice ſo freety. 


That life's in love with it? 


Mon. Hark |: tis he that anſwers. 


Where art thou? 


Caft. Here, my love. 
Mom. No nearer, left I vaniſh, 
Caft. Have I been in a dream then all this white? 


And art thou but the ſhadow of Monimia! 


Why doſt thou fly me thus ? 
Mon. Oh! were it poſlible that we - could drown. 


In dark oblivion but a few paſt hours, . 


We might be happy. © | 
Caſt, Is't then ſo hard, Monimia, to 8 * 


A fault, where humble love, like mine implores thee,. 


For I muſt love thee, though it prove my r ruin. 


Which way ſhall I court thee? 


pe 


ove 
her 


What ſhall I do to be enough thy ſlave, 


And ſatisfy the lovely WS 2 that's in thee 2 
Ill kneel to thee, and weep a flood before thee 
Vet prithee, tyrant, break not quite my et 
But when my taſk of penitence is done, 
Heal it again, and comfort me with love. 
Mon. If I am dumb, Caſtalio, and want words 
To pay thee back this mighty tenderneſs, 
It is becauſe I look on thee with horror, 
And cannot ſee the man I have ſo wrong'd. 

0 — Thou haſt. not wrong'd me. 

Ah! alas, thou talk'ſt 


l as * ** heart thinks; have not I money hee, 
F 2 © Mon. 


Caf. N 


* 
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: Mon. Stil thou wander'ſt in the dark, Caftalio, 
But wilt ere long ſtumble on horrid danger 
Cat. My better angel, then do thou inform me 

What danger threatens me, and where it lies: 

Why didit thou (prithee ſmile, and tell me why) - 

When J flood waiting underneath the window, 

Quaking with fierce and violent deſires; 

The dropping dews fell cold upon my head, 

Darkneſs inclos'd, and the winds whiſtled round me, 
Which with my mournful fighs made ſuch ſad muſic, 

- As might have moved the hardeſt heart; why wert thou 
Deaf to my cries, and ſenſeleſs of my pains? 

Mon. Did I not beg thee to forbear enquiry? 
Read'ſt thou not ſomething in my face, that ſpeaks 
Wonderful change, and horror from within me ? 

Caſt. Then there 1s ſomething yet which . not 

ä known: 

What doſt thou mean by W and Forbearance 

Of more enquiry? tell me, I beg thee, tell me 8 

And don't betray me to a ſeco madneſs. 2 4 

Mon. _ . «4 "Ik 
> If lab'rng in the pangs eath, 

Thea 0 would'ſt re Ho thing to give me eaſe, 

Unſold this riddle, ere my thoughts grow wild, 

And let in fears of ugly form upon me. | 
Mon. My heart won't let me ſpeak it: but remember 
Monimia- poor Monimia tells you * 
We ne'er muſt meet again | 
Caſt. Ne'er meet Jain! 5 
Mon. No, never. 
Caſt. Where's the power 

On earth, that dares not look like Sl and ſay ſo ? 

Thou art my heart's inheritance: I ferv'd . 

A long and painful faithful flavery for thee 
And who ſha!l rob me of the dear-bought bleſſing! 


Ou. 


1 Ke WA Men. Time will clear all: but now let this content 


/ Heav'n his decreed, oy” 88 I've reſolved 3 
( (With torment I muſt tell thee, Caſtalio) N 
Ever to be a ſtranger to thy love: — 

Is ſome far diſtant country waſte my life, BY 
And 
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And from this day to ſee thy face no more. 


Caft. Where am I? Sure I wander *mid'ft enchautment, | 


And never more, ſhall find the way to reſt: 
Why turw'ſt thou from me? I'm alone already. 
. Methinks I ſtand upon a naked beach, 
Sighing to winds, and to the ſeas complaining, 
Whilſt afar off the veſſel fails away, | 
Where all the treaſure of my ſoul's embark'd: 
| Wilt thou not turn? Oh! could thoſe eyes but fei 
I ſhould know all, for love is pregnant in emm 
They ſwell, they preſs their beams upon me ſill : 
Wilt thou not ſpeak ? If we muſt part for ever, 
Give me but one kind word to think upon, "On 
And pleaſe myſelf withal, whilſt my heart $ breaking 
Mon. Ah. poor Caſtalio! Exit Monimia. 
Cat. What means all this? why all this ſtir to plague 
A ſingle wretch? If but your word can ſhake ' + 
This world to atoms, why ſo much ado NE 
With me? think me but dead, and lay me ſo. 5 
Enter Polydore. Es 
Pol. To live, and live a torment to myſelf, - © | 
What dog would bear't, that knew but his condicion?.. | 
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We've little knowledge, and that makes us cowards, 


Becauſe it cannot tell us what's to come. 
Caſt. Who's there — 
Pol. Why, what art thou? 
Caſt. My brother Polydore !- 
Pol. My name is Polydore. 
Cat. Canſt thou inform me 
2 Of what ? . 
Cap. Of my Monimia ? | 
" Pa. No. Gvood-day! | 1 N 
Cat. In haſte: | . 
Methinks. my Polydore appears in adreſs. LEN 
e Indeed: and ſo to me does my een, : 
Caſt. Do I? 
Fol. Thou do'ſt. 


Caſt. Alas! Pre an . 


I'm rangely altered, brother, ſince 1 ſaw mee. — - | 


Pol. Why? 
. Oh! to tell thee would but put thy heart 
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_ os , of t thee as a ſtranger to my paſſion, 
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To pain: let me embrace thee but a little, 


And weep upon thy neck: I would repoſe 


Within thy friendly boſom all my follies: 
For thou wilt pardon 'em, becauſe they're mine. 


Pol. Be not too credulous: conſider firſt, 
Friends may be falſe. Is there no friendſhip falſe ? 
Caſt. Why doſt thou aſk me that? Does this appear 


Like a falſe friendſhip, when, with open az ms, 


And ſtreaming eyes, I run upon thy breaſt ? 


Oh! *tis in-thee alone I muſt have comfort! 


Pal. I fear, Caſtalio, I have none to give thee. 
Ca. Do'ſt thou not love me then? 
Pol. Oh more than life: 

I never had a thought that my Caſtalio 

Could wrong the friendſhip we nad vow?d wa 


. Halt thou dealt fo by me? 


Caſt. I hope I have. 


Tol. Then tell-me why Rwe this diſorder = 


Caft. O Polydore, I knew not how to tell thee : 


Shame riſes in my face, and i interrupts 
The ſtory of my tongue. 


Poel. I grieve, my friend 
Knows an thing which he's aſham'd to 1 me: 


Or didſt thou &er conceal thy thoughts from n/Polydoret © 


Caft. O! mueh too oft; 
But let me here conjure thee, 


By all the kind affection of a Brother, 


(For I'am aſham' d to call "_ thy Ren) 
Forgive me 


Pol. Well, 80 On. 5 N PET 7 9 
2 Caft. -Our Deſtiny contriv'd . 


To plague us both with one unhappy love! 


Thou, like a friend, a conſtant gen ' rous friend, 
In its firſt pangs didſt truſt me with * paſſion, 


Whilſt I ſtill ſmooth'd my pain with {miles before, 
And made a contraQ I ne'er meant to keep. 


Pol. How! ! We 
Cap. Still new ways I ſtudy'd to abuſe thee, 


eſterday I wedded with Monimia. 
J. Ay, ale was that well done? 
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. to conceal't from 950 was 0e a fault." 
22 A fault! when thou haſt heard | 
The tale I'll tell, what wilt thou call it t chen? 

Caſt. How my heart throbs! 

Pol. Firſt, for thy friendſhip, traitor, 

I cancelt thus: after this day I'll ne'er 
Hold truſt or converſe with the falſe Caſtalio! 
x This, witneſs Heaven! 

Caft. What will my fate do with mel- 
;\Pve loſt all happineſs, and know not wy?” ! 
FR, What means this, brother? 

Pol. Perjur'd, treach'rous wretch! 

Farewell! 

Caf. Vil be thy ſlave, and thou ſhalt uſe 1 me 
Juſt as thou wilt, do hut are me. 


Pol. Never. 
Caſt, Oh! think a. little what thy heart is doing: 
How from our infancy we hand-in-hand - 


Have trod the path of Life in love together: 

One bed has held us; and the ſame deſires, 

The fame averſion, fill employ'd our thoughts; 
Whene'er had I a Friend that was not Polydore's.; | 
Or Polydore a Foe that was not mine? 

E'en in the womb w' embrac'd, and wilt thou now, | 
For the firſt fault, abandon and Fate me? 

Leave me amidſt afflictions to myſelf, 

Plung'd in the gulph of Grief, and none to help me? 

Pol. Go to Monimia! in her arms thou'lt find 


'Repoſe : ſhe has the art of healing ſorrows. BEE 8 ; : 


Caſt. What arts? 


Pol. Blind wretch! thou huſband ! Is ſhe not — 


Caſt. Whore? 


Tal. Ay, Whore! I think that word needs no ex- 


plaining. 

Caft, Alas! I can forgive e'en this, to thee: 
But let me tell thee, Polydore, I'm griev'd 
To find thee guilty of ſuch low revenge, 
Jo wrong that Virtue which thou e d ſt not mY 
Pol. It feems I he, then! 
Caf. Should the braveſt man. 


— 


* ; 
2 * £ <A wm 
- ® 
Py * 
. A ; 6 = 
* 


* 9 
4 8 A & x _—_— 4 . 
— —— — —— 2 apr * * — >> 


36 THE ORPHAN. 


That e'er wore conquering ſword but dare to whiſper 
What thou proclaim'ſt, he were the worſt of liars: 
My friend may be miſtaken.” 

Pol. Damn the evaſion ! 5 
Thou mean'ſt the worſt; and he's a baſe born villain 
That ſaid I ly'd! 

Cat. Do, draw thy ſword, and thruſt it through my 

heart; 
. There is no joy in life, if thou art loft. 
A baſe-born villain! - 5 
"Pl. Yes! thou never cam'ſt | 
From old Acaſto's loins: the midwife put 
A cheat upon my mother; and inſtead 
Of a true brother, in the cradle by me 
Plac'd ſome coarſe peaſant's cub, and thou art he! 
Caft. Thou art my brother fill. 
„ 6 Thou ly'! + 5 . 
Caf. Nay then! 15 (te Sar, 
Yet I am calm. . 
Pol. A Coward's denne fo; 


| Ca. Ah—ah— that ſtings home: Coward! 


Pol. Ay, baſe-born Coward! Villain! 
Caſt. This to thy heart, then! tho' my mother hers 
. thee! A [F gt; Polydore drops his fevord, 
aud runs on Caſtalid's. 
| Pol. Now m | Caftalio i is again my friend. 
5 Caft. What have IL done! My ſword is in thy "WE" 
Pol. So I would have it be, thou beſt of Men! 
Thou kindeſt Brother, and thou trueſt friend. 
Caſt. Ye Gods we're taught that all your works are 
J]uſtice: 
Vare painted merciful, and a to Innocence: 
Nah ſo, then why theſe plagues upon my head? 


Poel. Blame not che Heav'ns: here es thy fate ; 


Caſtalio !.. 


"Thi are not the 50 tis Polydore has wrong'd thee: | 


I've ſtain'd thy bed: thy ſpotleſs marriage joys 
Have. been polluted by wy brother's loſt. 
5 Caſt. By thee! 
D By me laſt night; the horrid deed 
Was done, a all things ſlept but Rage and Inceſt 
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Ep. Now where's Monimia, Oh! ; 
Enter Monimia. 
Mon. Pm here: who calls me? 
Methought J heard a voice, | 


i . 


- Sweet as the fhepherd's pipe upon the mountains, 


When all his little flock's at feed before him. 


But what means this ? here's blood ! 


Caſt. Ay, Brother's blood! 


Art thou prepar'd for everlaſting pains ? 7 | POR 
| , Pol. Oh! let me char 8e thee 7 th eternal li ulice, 3 
vt * not her tender life! 


Cat. Not kill her?! 
Mon. That taſk myſelf have finiſhed : 1 ſhall 4% 


Before we part: I've drank a healing draught 


For all my cares, and never more ſhall wrong thee. 
Pol. Oh, ſhe's innocent. 
Caft. Tell me that ſtory, 


| And thou wilt make a wretch mei 


Pol. Had'ſt thou, Caſtalio, us'd me like a 8 


T his ne'er had happen'd; hadſt thou let me known. : 


Thy marriage, we had all now met in joy: 


But i ignorant of that, | 
Hearing th? appointment made, enrag'd to think 

Thou had'ſt outdone me in ſuccesful love, 
Tin the dark went and ſupply'd thy place; 


Whilſt all the night, *midſt our triumphant joys, 5 


The trembling, tender, kind, decezv'd Monimia, 
Embrac'd, careſs'd, and call'd me her Caſtalio. 


Caſt. And all this is the work of my own fortgne'?: Loy 


None but myſelf could e&'er have been fo curlt! 


My fatal love, alas! has ruin'd thee, 


Thou faireſt, goodiy*ſt frame the Gods e'er made, 
Or ever human eyes and hearts ador'd! 

I've murder'd too my Brother! 

Why would'ſt thou ſtudy ways to damn me farther,. 
And force the ſin of Parricide upon me? 5 


Pol. Tis my own fault, and thou art innocent l 


Forgive the barbarous treſpaſs of my tongue; 

Twas a hard violence: I cou'd have dy'd | 
With love of thee, e'en-when I us'd thee worſt; 
* Nay, at each word that my diſtraction uttered, 
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My heart recoil'd, and /twas half death to —_ em. 
Mon. Now, my Caſtalio, the moſt dear of men, 

f Wile thou receive pollution to thy boſom, 
And cloſe the eyes of one that has betray'd. thee? 


Has weigh'd thee down into deſtruction with him: 
Why then thus kind to me ? | 
Mon. When I'm laid low i'th' grave and quite forgot- 
ten, 25 | 
May thou be happy 3 in a Girer Bride 
But none can ever love thee like Monimia: 

When] am dead, as preſently I ſhall be, 

(For the grim tyrant graſps my heart already) 

Speak well of me: and if thou find ill-tongues 
Too. buſy with my fame, don't hear me wrong d: 

T will be a noble juſtice to the memory | 
Of a poor wretch once honour'd with thy love. 
How my head ſwims ! "tis very. dark! Good-night! 


And all thy race! Y'have overpower d me now! * 
But hear me, Heaven !— Ah! here's a ſcene of death! 
37 Siſter, my Monimia breathleſs NO | 
8 25 pou” rs above, if ye have juſtice, ſtrike! 

e bolts thro? me, and through the curſt Caſtalio! 


ruffian! | 
And leave me to my ſorrows. * | 
| Cham. By the love 
75 Ae ber living, I will ne'er Fire eas 
ut here remain, *till my heart burſt with ſobbing; 


Cuban. Thou can'ſt not kill me! 
5 That Ce be e and againſt thy my” * 1 2 


Caſt. Oh, I'm th” unhappy wretch, whoſe curſed fate 


[Dias 
Cap. If I rn thee ! what a tho ht-was * 
Thank Heav'n, I go prepar'd againſt that eurſe. 
Errer Chamont, Hera, . ſeix d by Acaſto and. 
Servants. 
| Chan. Gape earth, and. ſwallow me to quick. deftruc- 
| tion, 
ITI forgive-your houſe if I not ve „ 
An everlaſting plague to thee, Acaſto,, =» 


. Stand off! thow hot-Drain d, bor 30087” noiſy: 


Cat. Vaniſh, I charge thee! or — ara 


THE ORPHAN 3 


Acaft. What means Caſtalio ! Sure thou wilt not «ro 
More forrows on thy aged father's head! _ 
Tell me I beg you, tell me the ſad cauſe | 
Of all this ruin. 
Pol. That muſt be my taſk: 
But ' tis too long for one in pains to tell; 
You'll in my cloſet find the ſtory written 
Of all our woes. Caſtalio's innocent; : 
And ſo's Monimiat only Fm to blame! N 
| Enquire no farther. | | 
Caſt. Thou, unkind Chamant: 0 
Vnjuſtiy has purſu'd me with thy hate, 
And ſought t the life of him that never wrong'd thee: 
Now, if thou wilt embrace a noble vengeance, 85 
Come join with me and curſe. 
Cham. What? 
Cas. Furſt thyſelf, | 
As 1 do, and the hour that gave thee birth: 
Confuſion and-diforder ſeize the world! 


To ſpoil all truſt and converſe amo . . 2 


?Twixt families engender endleſs feu 
In countries needleſs fears, in cities tions,” e 
La ſtates rebellion, and in churches ſchiſm; Tt 
Till all things move againft the courſe of Nature; 
Till form's diflolv*d, the chain of cauſes ** 
And the Originals of being loſt, 
Acaſt. Have patience. : 
Cat. Patience! preach it to the * ws 
The roaring ſeas, or raging fires; the knaves 
That teach it, laugh at ye when ye believe em. 
Strip me of all the common needs of life, | 
Scald me with leproſy, let friends forſake me, 
I'll bear it all; but curſt to the degree - 
That I am now, tis this muſt give me patience: 
Thus I find reſt, and ſhall complain no more. 


Chamont, to thee my birth-right I bequeathz; _— 
Comfort my mourning father, heal his griefs3 1 

[ Acaſto faints into the arms of a Servants | 

For I perceive "RE: fall with kd 1 Kn. N 
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